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To His Rovar Hionxss the 


PRINCE of WALES. 


SAVE was pleaſed to expreſs a 
Deſire of ſeeing a new 
and correct Edition of 

Mr. Rowe's Works, the following 
is humbly ſubmitted to Your 
RovAL HiGnness, and it is 
hoped will prove not altogether 
unworthy of Your Royal Patro- 
nage and Protection. This indeed 
with his Tranſlation of Lucan is 
A 2 a 


* 
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a complete Collection of his ge- 
nuin Works, ſeveral Things being 
here omitted which in former Edi- 
tions were falſly attributed to 
him, and others being added from 
his original Papers which were 
never publiſh'd before. And to 
whom can the Works of Mr. Rowe 
be ſo properly addreſs d as to their 
greateſt Patron and Admirer? and 
what an Encouragement is this to 
living Merit, that even the dead 
is not unrewarded by Your Royar, * 
 Hicuness? A 
| It is owing chiefly to Your 
| Rovyar HIOHNESs's Approbation, 
ö and to the Influence of Your 
Royal Preſence, that his Plays 
have been ſo frequently acted, and 
ſo highly applauded: And Your 
ROYAL HicnNness has not only 
encourag d them as public Enter- 

- tainments, 


DEDICATION. 


tainments, but often made them 
# the Amuſement of private Hours; 
and Your Royal Children have 
been taught to repeat ſeveral 
of the beſt and fineſt Speeches 
with a beauty and juſtneſs that 
muſt charm and ſurpriſe every 
body who has the Happineſs to 
hear them. It is reported of her 
late Majeſty Queen Anne, that ſhe 
learn d to ſpeak properly of the 
famous Tragedian Mrs. Barry, 
and from hence was enabled to 
deliver her Speeches to the Parlia- 
ment in ſo graceful a manner, that 
they loſt much of their Beauty 
and Energy even when they were 
afterwards read in the Houſe by 
my Lord Cowper. The Art of 
ſpeaking properly is certainly no 
ordinary Qualification, and Your 
ROYAL HIGENEBSSS Children 
promiſe 


DE DICATION. 


promiſe to excel in this as well 
as in every thing elſe that becomes 


great Princes, ſuch is the Care 


that Your Ro YAL HIGEHNESs 
and the PRINCESS of ales 
continually take of their Educa- 
tion. 

But Your RoYAL Hicuness's 
Goodneſs hath not ſtopped here, 
nor been content with doing un- 
common Honors to the Memory 
of Mr. Rowe; but it is to the 
Opinion of his Merit that I muſt 
principally aſcribe the many di- 
ſtinguiſhing Marks of Favor, 
which Your Royrar Hicnyness 
and the Prx1ncgss of Yales have 
been graciouſly pleaſed to beſtow 
on me. Such Honor is double 
Honor; and at the ſame time 
that. it demands, tranſcends my 


warmeſt Acknowledgments. But 


the 


* DEDICATION. 

the Pen of Mr. Rowe himſelf 
would fail me here; Language is 

too poor; Words cannot expreſs 

Fit; my Heart only truly knows, 

| it overflows with Gratitude, 

and with what entire Devotion | 
1 am, | 


Nay it pleaſe Your Roy ar Hicnnes, 


Your Roy aL HiGnness's moſt oblig'd, 
and moſt obedient, 


and moſt dutiful Servant, 


ANNE DEANEs DEveNnisn. 


ADVERTISEMENT. | 


Theſe two Volumes of Plays and Poems, 
together with the two Volumes of the 
Tranſlation of Lucan, make a complete 
Collection of the Works of Mr. Rowe; 
but as ſeveral Perſons may be defirous 

of having the Plays and Poems, who 

yet may not chooſe to purchaſe a Tranſla- 

tion of Lucan, it has been thought pro- 1 

per for. their ſakes to extract from 

Dr. Welwood's Account prefixed to 

the Tranſlation of Lucan, ſo much as 

may be neceſſary to give ſome Idea of 
the Life and Character of the Author, 
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NICHOLAS ROWE, Eſq; 


| | Bert ford in Bedfordſbire, at the 
> Houſe of Jasper Edwards, Eſq; 
his Mother's Father, in the Year 
1673, of an ancient Family in 


Dievonſbire, that for many Ages had made a 


handſome Figure in their Country, and was 
known by the Name of Rowes of Lambertoun. 
He could trace his Anceſtors, in a direct 
Line, up to the Times of the Holy War, 


| where one of them ſo diſtinguiſh'd himſelf in 


the Holy Land, that at his return, he had the 
Coat of Arms given him, which they bore 


ever ſince, that being in thoſe Days all the Re- 
ward of military Virtue, or of Blood ſpilt in 
* thoſe Expeditions, From that time down- 
ward to Mr. Rowe's Father, the Family kept 
© themſelves to the frugal Management of a 
private Fortune, and the innocent Pleaſures 
of a Country Life. Having a handſome Seat, 
2 and a competent Eſtate, they liv'd beyond the 
| & Fear of Want, or Reach of Envy. fo all the 

Changes of Governments, they are ſaid to 
have ever lean'd towards the fide of public 
Liberty, and in that retir'd Situation of Life 
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to have beheld with Grief and Concern the 
many Incroachments that have been made 
upon it from time to time. 


— His Father was John Rowe, and the firſt 1 
of the Family, as his Son has told me, tha 


chang'd a Country Life for a liberal Profeſſion. 
After he had pass the Schools at home, he 
was brought up to London, and enter'd a 
Student of the Law in the Middle Temple, 


Bar, and at length made a Serjeant at Law. 
He was a Gentleman in great Eſteem for many | 


engaging Qualities, of very conſiderable Prac- ; 
tice at the Bar, and ſtood fair for the firſt 
Vacancy on the Bench, when he died the goth 
of April, 1692, and was buried in the Temple | 
Church the 7th of May following. Let it be 
mention'd to the Honor of this Gentleman, 
that when he publiſh'd Serjeant Benloe and | 
Judge Daliſon's Reports, he had the Honeſty * 
and Boldneſs to obſerve in the Preface, how © 
moderate theſe two great Lawyers had been 
in their Opinions concerning the Extent of 
the Royal Prerogative ; and that he durſt do 
this in the late King James's Reign, at a time 
when a Diſpenſing Power was ſet up, as in- 
herent in the Crown. From ſuch worthy An- 
ceſtors Nicholas Rowe was deſcended, who, 
together with the ancient paternal Seat of the 
Family, inherited their Probity and Good- 
nature, Contentment of Mind, and an un- 


His 


biaſs d Love to their Country. 
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His Father took all the Care poſſible of 
his Education, and when he was fit for it, ſent 
him to Weſtminſter School, under the famous 
Dr. Busby. He made an extraordinary Pro- 
greſs in all the Parts of Learning taught in 


A that School, and about the Age of twelve 


Years was choſen one of the King's Scholars. 
He became in a little time Maſter to a great 


Perfection of all the Claſſical Authors, both 


Greek and Latin, and made a tolerable Pro- 
ficiency in the Hebrew ; but Poetry was his 
early Bent, and his darling Study. He com- 


pos'd at that time ſeveral Copies of Verſes 


upon different Subjects both in Greek and 
Latin, and ſome in Engliſh, which were much 
admir'd, and the more that they coſt him 
very little Pains, and ſeem'd to flow from his 
Imagination, almoſt as faſt as his Pen. 

His Father deſigning him for his own Pro- 
feſſion, took him from that School when he 
was about ſixteen Years of Age, and enter*d 
him a Student in the Middle Temple, whereof 
he himſelf was a Member, that he might 
have him under his immediate Care and In- 
ſtruction. Being capable of any part of Know- 
ledge he apply d his Mind to, he made very 
remarkable Advances in the Study of the 
Law; and was not content, as he told me, 
to know it as a Collection of Statutes or 
Cuſtoms only, but as a Syſtem founded upon 
right Reaſon, and calculated for the good of 
Mankind. Being afterwards called to the * 

a 2 e 
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he appear d in as promiſing a way to make a 


Figure in that Profeſſion, as any of his Con- 


temporaries, if the Love of the Belles Lettres, | 


and that of Poetry in particular, had not 


ſtoppꝰd him in his Career. He had the Advan- 
tage of the Friendſhip and Protection of one 


of the fineſt Gentlemen, as well as one of the 
teſt Lawyers of that time, Sir George 
Treby, Lord Chief Juſtice of the Common- 


"If 


Pleas, who was fond of him to a great De- , 
gree, and had it both in his Power and Incli- 


nation to promote his Intereſt. 


But the Muſes had ſtoln away his Heart 4 


from his Infancy, and his Paſſion for them 


render'd the Study of the Law dry and taſte- ; 
lefs to his Palate, He ſtruggled for ſome 


time againſt the natural Bent of his Mind, but 


in vain; for Homer, Virgil, Sophocles and Eu- 
ripides had infinitely more Charms with him, 
than the beſt Authors that had writ of the F_ 
Law of England. He now and then could 


not refrain from making ſome Copies of Verſes 
on Subjects that fell in his way, which being 
approv*d of by his intimate Friends, to whom 
only he ſhow'd them, that Approbation prov'd 
his Snare, ſo that from that time he began to 
give way to the natural Biaſs of his Mind, and 
would needs try what he could do in Tragedy. 
The firſt he wrote was the Ambitious Step- 
Mother ; which meeting with univerſal Ap- 
plauſe, as it well deſerv'd, he laid aſide if 


T houghts of riſing. in the Law, and turn'd 
them 
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them ever after, in their main Channel, to- 
wards Poetry. This his firſt Tragedy he writ 
when twenty-five Years of Age, and as a 
Trial only of his Genius that way. The Purity 
of the Eng/i/þ Language, the Juſtneſs of his 
Characters, the noble Elevation of the Sen- 
timents, were all of them admirably adapted 
to the Plan of the Play. His Talent lay in 
Heroic Poetry, and conſequently in Tragedy: 
For Comedy, he once try'd it, but found his 
2 Genius did not lean that way. He writ ſeve- 
ral Tragedies afterwards, which are in every 
Body's Hands, and all of them highly ap- 
2 prov'd of by Men of Taſte, upon the Ac- 
count of the Loftineſs of Thought, and the 
delicate Propriety of the Language; in which 
= laſt I may venture to ſay, no one has ever 
2 out-done him, few equall'd him. | 
The Tragedy he valu'd himſelf moſt upon, 
and which was moſt valu'd, was his Tamer- 
lane; and never Author, in my Opinion, did 
more Juſtice to his Hero, than he to that 
excellent Prince: For Tamerlane was the very 
Man that Mr. Rowe has painted him, In 
that Play he aim'd at a Parallel between the 
late King William of immortal Memory and 
= Tamerlane; as alſo between Bajazet, and a 
Monarch who is ſince dead. That glorious 
Ambition and noble Ardor in Tamerlane, to 
break the Chains of enſlav'd Nations, and ſet 
Mankind free from the Incroachments of law- 
fs Power, are painted in the moſt lively, as 
a 3 well 
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well as the moſt amiable Colors: On the other 
ſide, his manner of introducing on the Stage 
a Prince that thinks Mankind is made but for 
him, and whoſe chief Aim is to perpetuate 
his Name to Poſterity, by that Havoc and 
Rum he ſcatters through the World, are all 
drawn with that Pomp of Horror and De- 
teſtation which ſuch monſtrous Actions do ; 
deſerve. And ſince nothing could be more 
calculated for raiſing in the Minds of the 
Audience, a true Paſſion for Liberty, and a 
juſt Abhorrence for Slavery; how this Play 
came to be diſcouraged, next to a Prohibition, 
in the latter End of a late Reign, I leave it 
to others to give a Reaſon. * 
I ſhall ſay nothing of any of the reſt of 
Mr. Roewe's Plays in particular; but it may 
be juſtly faid of them all, that never Poet 
painted Virtue or Religion in a more charming 
Dreſs on the Stage, nor were ever Vice and 
Inpiety better expos'd to Contempt and Ha- 
tred. There runs through every one of them 
an Air of Religion and Virtue, attended with 
all the ſocial Duties of Life, and a conſtant 
untainted Love to his Country. The ſame 
Principles of Liberty he had early imbib'd 
himſelf, and ſeem'd a Part of his Conſtitu® 
tion, appear'd in every thing he wrote, and 
he took all Occaſions that fell in his way, ta 
make the Stage ſubſervient to them. His 
Muſe was ſo religiouſly chaſt, that I do no 
remember one Word in any of his Plays o 
WS: Writing 
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r Writings that might admit but of a double 
e Entendre in point of Decency or Morals, 


There is nothing to be found in them to hu- 


# mor the deprav*d Taſte of the Age, by nib- 


bling at Scripture, or depreciating Things in 
themſelves Sacred; and it was the leſs won- 


der, that he obſerv'd this Rule in his Dra- 
7 matic Performances, ſince in his ordinary Con- 
* verſation, and when his Mirth and Humor 
* enliven'd the whole Company, he us'd to ex- 
* preſs his Diſſatisfaction, in the ſevereſt man- 
ner, with any thing that look'd that way. 
Being much converſant in the Holy Scriptures, 
it's obſervable that to raiſe the higheſt Ideas 


of Virtue, he has with great Art in ſeveral of 
his Tragedies made uſe of thoſe Expreſſions 
and Metaphors in them, that taſte moſt of 
the Sublime. 

Beſides his Plays, Mr. Rowe wrote a great 
many Copies of Verſes on different Subjects, 


= * which it's hop'd his Friends may ſome time 


or other publiſh together, and whereof many 
have been already printed apart. Being a 
great Admirer of Shakeſpear, he oblig'd the 
Public with a new Edition of his Works, and 
prefix*d to it a ſhort Account of his Life. In 
that Account he lay under the ſame Misfor- 
tune that I have done in this Account of 
Mr. Rowe; he wanted Information, to do 
Juſtice to Shakeſpear. He took all Occa- 


ſions 


* What Dr, Velxucod hoped for, is done in the preſent 
Collection. 
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ſions to expreſs the vaſt Eſteem he had 


for that wonderful Man, and endeavour'd in 
ſome of his Pieces to imitate his manner 


of Writing, particularly in the Tragedy of 1 


Jane Shore. 


But Mr. Rowe's laſt, and perhaps his beft 1 


Poem, is his Tranſlation of Lucan, which he 
juſt hv*d to finiſn. He had entertain'd an 
early Inclination for that Author, and I be- 
lieve it was the darling Paſſion he had for the 
Liberty and Conſtitution of his Country, that 
firſt inclin'd him to think of tranſlating him. 
He thought it was a pity, that a Work in 
which the Cauſe of Liberty was ſet in ſuch a 
ſhining Light, ſhould be preſerv'd only in 
the dead Language wherein it was written ; 
and therefore thought it well worth his Pains 
to put it in an Exgliſb Dreſs, for the Benefit 
of his Countrymen. As this is the happieſt 
Nation of the World in its Conſtitution, and 
happy even in ſpite of ourſelves, he judg'd 
that all who are in Love with it, muſt needs 
be fond of an Author, who not only wrote 
for the ancient Conſtitution of his own Coun- 
try, but fell a Sacrifice for endeavouring to 
ſupport it. 

As to the Tranſlation itſelf, I perſuade 
myſelf it will meet with a kind Reception in 


the World. I dare be bold to fay the Lan- 


guage is pure, and the Verſification both mu- 
ſical and adapted to the Subject. I have no 
reaſon to doubt but the true Meaning of the 


Original 


Original is faithfully preſerv'd through the 
whole Work, and if I may venture to judge, 
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the Tranſlation comes up to the Spirit of the 


Original, as far as the Difference between the 


| 1 Roman and Engliſh Languages will allow of. 


I. ſhall ſay nothing further of him in the 
uality of a Poet, ſince this Tranſlation, and 


his other Works, will ſufficiently juſtify his 
= Title to it. As to his Perſon, it was graceful 
and well made, his Face regular and of a 
= manly Beauty. As his Soul was well lodg'd, 


ſo its rational and animal Faculties excell'd in 
a high degree. He had a quick and fruitful 
Invention, a deep Penetration, and a large 


{ Compaſs of Thought, with a ſingular Dex- 


terity, and Eaſineſs in making his Thoughts 
to be underſtood. He was Maſter of moſt 
Parts of polite Learning, eſpecially the Claſ- 
ſical Authors both Greek and Latin, under- 
ſtood the French, Italian and Spaniſh Lan- 
guages, and ſpoke the firſt fluently, and the 
other two tolerably well. 

He had likewiſe read moſt of the Greek and 
Roman Hiſtories in their original Languages, 
and moſt that are writ in Engliſb, French, 
Italian, and Spaniſh. He had a good Taſte 
in Philoſophy, and having a firm Impreſſion 
of Religion upon his Mind, he took great 
delight in Divinity and Eccleſiaſtical Hiſtory, 
in both which he made great Advances in the 
times he retired into the Country, which 


were frequent, He expreſt on all occaſions 
| his 
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his full Perſuaſion of the Truth of Reveal'd 
Religion, and being a ſincere Member of the 
Eſtabliſh'd Church himſelf, he pitied, but 
condemn*d not, thoſe that diſſented from it. 
He abhorr'd the Principle of perſecuting Men 
upon the account of their Opinions in Reli- 
gion; and being ſtrict in his own, he took it 
not upon him to cenſure thoſe of another 
Perſuaſion, His Converſation was pleaſant, 
witty, and learned, without the leaft Tinc- 
ture of Affectation or Pedantry, and his ini- 
mitable manner of diverting and enlivening 
the Company, made it impoſſible for any 
one to be out of humor when he was in it. 
Envy and Detraction ſeem'd to be entirely 
foreign to his Conſtitution: And whatever 
Provocations he met with at any time, he 
. paſt them over without the lęeaſt eng n of 
EReeſentment or Revenge. As Homer a 
Zoilus, ſo Mr. Rowe had ſometimes his: For 
there were not wanting malevolent People, 
and Pretenders to Poetry too, that would 
now and then bark at his beſt Performances; th 
but he was ſo much conſcious of his own] ac 
Genius, and had ſo much Good-nature as to 
forgive them, nor could he ever be tempted 
to return them an Anſwer, 
The Love of Learning and Poetry made : 
| him not the leſs fit for Buſineſs, and no body G. 
| apply'd himſelf cloſer to it, when it requir'd 75 
1 his Attendance. The late Duke of Queens M 


bury, when he was Secretary of State, made 
him 


as wÞlDo 
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him his Secretary for public Affairs; and when 
that truly Great Man came to know him 
well, he was never ſo pleas'd as when Mr. 
Rowe was in his Company. After the Duke's 
Death, all Avenues were ſtop'd to his Pre- 
ferment ; and during the reſt of that Reign, 
he 'paſt his time with the Muſes and his 
Books, and ſometimes the Converſation of 
his Friends. 

Upon the King's Acceſſion to the Throne, 
his Merit was taken notice of. The King 
gave him a lucrative Place in the Cuſtoms, 
and made him Poet Laureat; the Prince of 
Wales conferr*d on him the Place of Clerk of 
his Council; and the Lord Parker, Lord 
Chancellor, made him his Secretary for the 
Preſentations, the very Day he receiv'd the 
Seals, and without his asking it. He was 
much lov'd and cheriſh'd by the latter: And 
it was no wonder that one of his Endow- 
ments was in favor with that Noble Perſon, 
who, together with a profound Knowledge in 
the Law, worthy of his high Station, has 
adorn*d his Mind with all the other more po- 
lite Parts of Learning, When he had juſt 
got to be eaſy in his Fortune, and was in a 
fair way to make it better, Death ſwept him 
away, and in him depriv'd the World of one 
of the beſt Men, as well as one of the beſt 
Genius's of the Age. He dy'd like a Chri- 
tian and a Philoſopher, in Charity with all 
Mankind, and with an abſolute Reſignation 

to 


' 45th Year of his Age, and was buried the 
_ nineteenth of the ſame Month in Weſtminſter- 
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to the Will of God. He kept up his good ff 
Humor to the laſt, and took leave of his j 
Wife and Friends, immediately before his 
laſt Agony, with the ſame Tranquillity of 

Mind, and the ſame Indifference for Life, as 
tho' he had been upon taking but a ſhort 
Journey, He was twice married, firſt to af 
Daughter of Mr. Parſons, one of the Audi- 
tors of the Revenue, and afterwards to af 
Daughter of Mr. Deveniſb of a good Family] 
in Dorſetſhire : By the firſt he had a Son, and 
by the ſecond a Daughter, both yet living.] 
He died the ſixth of December 1718, in the 


Abby, in the Iſle where many of our Eng; 
Poets are interr'd, overagainſt Chaucer, his 
Body being attended by a ſelect Number of 
his Friends, and the Dean and Choir offi- 
ciating at the Funeral. 


THE 
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Decet hæc dare dna nowercam. 

Ovap. Metam. lib. g. 
Vane Ligur, fruſtraque animis elate ſuperbis, 
Nequicgquam . tentafti Iubricus artes, 
Advenit gui veſtra dies muliebribus armis 
Verba redargueret, VIC. En. lib. 11. 


Printed in the TE AR 1746. 
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To the Right Honourable the 
EARL of JERSET; 


Lord Chamberlain of His Ma EST v's 
Houſhold, &c. 


F any thing may atone for the Li- 
; 'Z berty I take in offering this Trifle 
do your Lordſhip, it is, that I 

i will engage not to be guilty of 
the common Vice of Dedications, nor pre- 
tend to give the World an Account of the 
many good Qualities they ought to admire in 
your Lordſhip. I hope, I may reckon on it 
as ſome little piece'of Merit, in an Age where 
there are ſo many People write Panegyricks, 
and fo few deſerve em. I am ſure you ougbt 
B 2 not 
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not to ſit for your Picture, to ſo ill a Hand 
as mine. Men of your Lordſhip's Figure 
and Station, tho? uſeful and ornamental to the 


Age they live in, are yet reſerved for the La- 


bours of the Hiſtorian, and the Entertain- 


ment of Poſterity ; nor ought to be aſpers'd 


with ſuch Pieces of Flattery while living, as 
may render the true Hiſtory ſuſpected to thoſe 
that come after. That which ſhould take up 
all my Care at preſent, is moſt humbly to beg 
your Lordſhip's pardon for importuning you 
on this account; for imagining that your 


Lordſhip (whoſe Hours are all dedicated to 4 
the beſt and moſt important Uſes) can have 


any Leiſure for this Piece of Poetry. I beg, 


my Lord, that you will receive it, as it was ; 
meant, a Mark of my entire Reſpect and 


Veneration. 


I hope it may be ſome advantage to me, 
that the Town has not receiv'd this Play 


ul. To have depended merely upon your 


Lordſhip's Good-nature, and have offer*'d 


ſomething without any degree of Merit, 


would have been an unpardonable Fault, 


. to ſo good a Judge. The Play 4 


Kſelf, 
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itſelf, as I preſent it to your Lordſhip, is 

a much more perfect Poem than it is in the 
| Repreſentation on the Stage. I was led into 

an Error in the writing of it, by thinking 

that it would be eaſier to retrench than to 
add: but when I was at laſt neceſſitated, by 
XX reaſon of the extreme Length, to cut off 
near fix hundred Lines, I found that it was 
maim'd by it to a great diſadvantage. The 
Fable (which has no manner of Relation to 
any part of true Hiſtory) was left dark and 
Z intricate, for want of a great part of the Nar- 
ration, which was left out in the firſt Scene; 
and the Chain and Connexion, which ought 
to be in the Dialogue, was interrupted in 
many other Places. But ſince what was 
omitted in the Acting is now kept in, I hope 
it may indifferently entertain your Lordſhip 
at an unbending Hour. The Faults which 
| are moſt generally found (and which I could 
4 


be very proud of ſubmitting to your Lord- 
© ſhip's Judgment, if you Tan have leiſure for 
4 ſo trivial a Cauſe) are, that the Cataſtrophe 
1 in the Fifth Act is barbarous, and ſhocks the 
| Audience, Some People, whoſe Judgment 
B 3 I 
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I ought to have a deference for, have told 7 
me, that they wiſh'd I had given the latter 
part of the Story quite another turn; that 
Artaxerxes and Ameſtris ought to have been 
preſerv*d, and made happy in the Concluſion 
of the Play; that beſides the Satisfaction 
which the Spectators would have had to have b | 
ſeen two virtuous (or at leaſt innocent) Cha- 
racters rewarded and ſucceſsful, there might 
have been alſo a more noble and inſtructive 7 
Moral drawn that way. I muſt confeſs, # 7 
this be an Error (as perhaps it may) it is a 
voluntary one, and an Error of my Judg- : 
ment: Since in the writing I actually made 1 
fuch a fort of an Objection to myſelf, l 
choſe to wind up the Story this way. 
gedies have been allow'd, I know, to bin 
written both ways very beautifully: But ſince 1 
Terror and Pity are laid down for the Ends | 
of Tragedy by the great Maſter and Father 1 
of Criticiſm, I was always inclin'd to fancy 
that the laſt and remaining Impreſſions, which 4 
ought to be left on the Minds of an Au- if [ 
dience, ſhould proceed from one of theſe two. 4 
They ſhould be ſtruck with Terror in ſeveral 
parts q 
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parts of the Play, but always conclude and 
4 go away with Pity ; a ſort of Regret pro- 
cceding from Good-nature, which, tho' an 
Uneaſineſs, is not altogether diſagreeable to 
the Perſon who feels it. It was this Paſſion 
that the famous Mr. Orway ſucceeded fo well 
| 4 in touching, and muſt and will at all times 
L affect People, who have any Tenderneſs or 
7 13 If therefore 1 had ſav d Ar- 
᷑taxerxes and Amęſtris, I believe (with fub- 
miffion to my Judges) I had deſtroy'd the 
greateſt occaſion for Compaſſion in the whole 
Puy. Any body may perceive, that ſhe is 
23 rais'd to ſome degrees of Happineſs, by hear- 
q ing that her Father and Husband are living 
| 


* wa 
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(hom ſhe had ſuppos'd dead) and by ſeeing 
the Enemy and Perſecutor of her Family dy- 
ing at her Feet, purpoſely, that the turn of 
buy Death may be more ſurprizing and pitiful. 


4 Liar; innocent Perſons ought not to be ſhewn 
2 unfortunate ; the Succeſs and general Appro- 
7 bation, which many of the beſt Tragedies 
f 1 : that have been writ, and which were built on 
that Foundation, have met with, will be a ſuf- 
1 E ficient A for me. That 


N. 
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That which they call the Poetical Juſtice, 
is, I think, ſtrictly obſerv*d; the two prin- 
cipal Contrivers of Evil, the Stateſman and 
Prieſt, are puniſh'd with Death; and the 
Queen is depos'd from her Authority by her 
own Son; which, Iſuppoſe, will be allow'd as 
the ſevereſt Mortification that cou'd happen 
to a Woman of her imperious Temper. 
If there can be any Excuſe for my enter- 
taining your Lordſhip with this detail of Cri- 
ticiſms, it is, that I wou'd have this firſt 
Mark of the Honour I have for your Lord- 
ſhip, appear with as few Faults as poſlible. 
Did not the prevailing Character of your Lord- 
ſhip's excellent Humanity and Good-nature 
encourage me, what ought I not to fear from 
the Niceneſs of your Taſte and Judgment? 
The Delicacy of your Reflexions may be very 
fatal to fo rough a Draught as this is; but if 
I will believe (as I am fure I ought to do) all 
Men that I have heard ſpeak of your Lord- 
ſhip, they bid me hope every thing from 
your Goodneſs. © This is that, J muſt ſin- 
cerely own, which made me extremely ambi- 


tious of your: Lordſhip's Patronage for this 
Piece, 


f | The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
? Piece. I am but too ſenſible that there are 
a multitude of Faults in it; but ſince the 
Good-nature of the Town has cover'd, or not 
taken notice of em, I muſt have ſo much 
3X Diſcretion, as not to look with an affected 
Nicety into em myſelf. With all the Faults 
and Imperfections which it may have, I muſt 
own, I ſhall be yet very well fatisfy'd with it, 
if it gives me an Opportunity of reckoning 
my ſelf from this time, 


Your LoRDSHIP's moſt obedient 


and devoted humble Servant, 


N. Ro w. 


PRO LOG UE, 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


S K "_ I 
* - 4x ay . * 


F dying Lovers yet deſerve a Tear, 7 
Fa ſad Story of a Maid's Deſpair J 
Yet move Compaſſion in the pitying Fair; 1 

This Day the Poet does his Arts employ, . 1 

The foft Acceſſes of your Souls to try. 1 | 

Nor let the Stoic boaſt his Mind unmow'd; ; 8 

The Brute Philoſopher, who nt'er has prov'd „ 

The Toy of Loving or of being Lov'd; | 

Who ſcorns his Human Nature to confeſs, 

And ſtriwing to be more than Man, is Its. 

Nor let the Men the weeping Fair accuſe, 

Thoſe kind Protectors of the Tragic Muſe, | 

| Whoſe Tears did moving Otway's Labours crown, 

And made the poor Monimia's Grief their own: 

Thoſe Tears their Art, not Weakneſs has confeft, 

Their Grief approv'd the Niceneſs of their Taſte, 

And they wept moſt, becauſe they judg d the beſt. 

O could this Age's Writers hope to find 

An Audience to Compaſſion thus inclin d, 

The Stage would need no Farce, nor Song, nor Dance, 

Nor Capering Monſieur brought from ative France 

Clinch and his Organ-Pipe, his Dogs and Bear, 

To native Barnet might again repair, 

Or breathe with Captain Otter Bankfide Air: 

Majeflic Tragedy ſhould once again 

tn purple Pomp adorn the ſwelling Scene. 


D 


PROLOGUE. 


Hier Search ſhould ranſack all the Ancients Store, 
The Fortunes of their Loves and Arms explore, 
Such as might grieve you, but ſhou'd pleaſe you more. 
What Shakeſpear durſt not, this bold Age ſbou d do, 
And famous Greek and Latin Beauties ſhew : 
Shakeſpear, auho/e Genius to it Jelf a Law, 
Could Men in every Height of Nature draw, 
And copy'd all but Women that he ſaw. 
= Thoſe ancient Heroines your Concern ſhou'd move, 
3 Their Grief and Anger much, but moſt their Loves 
For in the Account of every Age wwe find 
be beft and faireſt of that Sex were kind, 
To Pity akways and to Love inclin'd. 
Alert, ye Fair Ones, who in Judgment ſit, 
= Your ancient Empire over Love and Wit ; 
1 Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men t obey : 
X They'll have their Tumbling, if you lead the way. 
= Be but whit theſe before to Otway were; 
O aerg you but as hind! woe know you are as fair. 
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Dramatie 


M E N. 


Artaxerxes, Prince of Perſia, Elder 


Son o King Arſaces, by a former þ Mr. Verbrugen. 


HEeN. 


| Artaban, Son to-Arfaces, by Artemiſa. Mr. Booth. 


Memnon, Formerly General to Ar- 

ſaces, now diſgrac'd; a Friend to & Mr. Betterton. 
3 | 

irza, Firſt Minifter of State, in the e 

Intereſt of Artemiſa and Artaban, ne, Freeman, 
Magas, Prieſt of the Sun, Friend to 

Mirza and the Qucen. . Bowman, 
Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. Mr. Pack. 


e 


the Queen. 


WOMEN. 


Artemiſa, Formerly che Wife of Tiri- 
baſus a Perſian Lord, now married > Mrs. Barry. 
to the King, and Queen of Perſia. | 
Ameſtris, Daughter to Memnon, in 


love with, and belov'd by Arta- > Mrs. Bracegirdle. 3 


xerxes. 
Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in love 
with Artaxerxes, and belov'd by > Mrs. Bowman. 
Artaban. 
Beliza, Confident to Cleone. Mrs. Martin? 
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4 | Enter at ſeveral Doors, Mirza and MaGas, 


ITT 


CE CT ee — 
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IR 2 4. 


HAT bring'ſt thou, Magas ? Say, how fares 
the King ? 
MAGAS. 
As one, whom when we number with the Living, 
Nie ſay the moſt we can; tho” ſure it muſt 
4 We happier far, to quit a wretched Being, 
Than keep it on ſuch Terms: for as I enter'd 
3 he Royal Lodging, an univerſal Horror 
truck thro' my Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart; 
ö 2 he chearful Day was every where ſhut ont 
IV ith care, and left a more than midnight Darkneſs, 
i duch'as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, 
hat feebly lifted up their ſickly Heads, 


Look'd faintly thro' the Shade, and made it ſeem 


E q More 
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More diſmal by ſuch Light; while thoſe that waited, 


In ſolemn Sorrow mix'd with wild Amazement, 
Obſerv'd a dreadful Silence. 
MIR Z A. 
Didſt thou ſee him? 
 _MAMAGAS. 
My Lord, I did: treading with gentle Steps, 
I reach'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 
Of great Arſaces: juſt as I approach'd, 
His drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos'd, 
Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd : 
'The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkled no more with that majeſtic Fire, 
At which ev'n Kings have trembled; but had loft 
Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That ſhew'd me human Nature fall's ſo low, 
I haftily retir'd. 
MIRZ A. 
He dies too ſoon ; 
And Fate, if poſſible, muſt be delay'd. 
The Thought that labours in my forming Brain, 
Yet crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyſicians giv'n up all their Hopes? 
Cannot they add a few Days to a Monarch, 
In recompence of thouſand vulgar Fates, 
Which their Drugs daily haſten ? 
M4 GAS. 
As I paſt 
The outward Rooms, I found em in Conſult ; 
I ask'd 'em if their Art was at a ſtand, 


And could not help the King. They ſhook their Heads, | 


And in moſt grave and ſolemn wiſe unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but Words 


Rank d in right learned Phraſe ; all I could learn, wa, 
That 
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FF That Nature's kindly Warmth was quite extinct, 
Nor could the Breath of Art kindle again 

# Th' Ethereal Fire. | 

MIRZ A. 

My Royal Miſtreſs Artemiſa's Fate, 
And all her Son young Artaban's high Hopes, 
Hang on this lucky Criſis ; fince this Day 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Per/epolis : The yearly Feaſt 
Devoted to our glorious God the Sun, 
X Hides their Deſigns under a holy Veil; 

And thus Religion is a Mask for Faction. 

But let their Guardian Genii ſtill be watchful, 
Y For if they chance to nod, my waking Vengeanee 
"XX Shall ſurely catch that Moment to deftroy em. 
6 MAGAS. 


Þ, The A bs We r * 


XZ "Tis ſaid the fair Aneſlris, Menmon's Daughter, 

Comes in their Company. 

MIX 2Z A. 
That fatal Beauty, 

With moſt malignant Influence, has eroſt 
My firſt and great Ambition. When my Brother, 
The great Cleander, fell by Memnon's Hand, 
(ou know the Story of our Houſes Quarrel) 
II ſought the King for Juſtice on the Murderer ; 
And to confirm my Intereſt in the Court, 
In confidence of mighty Wealth and Power, 
A long Deſcent from noble Anceſtors, 
And ſomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, | 
I offer'd my Cleone to the Prince, 
Fierce Artaxerxes: he, with rude Diſdain, 
Refus'd the Proffer; and to grate me more, 
Publicly own'd his Paſſion for Ameſtris : 
And in deſpite ev'n of his Father's Juſtice, 


Eſpous'd the Cauſe of Memnon, 
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Ev'n from that noted ra, I remember iF 
You dated all your Service to the Worn, wo 
Our common Miſtreſs. © 

MIR Z 4. 

"Tis true, I did ſo: Nor was it in vain ; 
She did me right, and fatisfy'd my Vengeance: 
Menmon was baniſh'd, and the Prince diſgrac' d, 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time, 
Since I have been admitted to her Council, | 
And ſeen her, with unerring Judgment, guide = 
The Reins of Empire, I have been amaz'd, 8 
To ſee her more than manly Strength of Soul, 1 
Cautious in good Succeſs, in bad unſhaken; 8 
Still arm'd againſt th' uncertain Turns of Chance, 1 
Untouch'd by any Weakneſs of her Sex, = 
Their Superſtition, Pity, or their Fear; | "aL 
And is a Woman only in her Cunning. 41 
What Story tells of great Semiramis, 

Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes, 
Has added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 


MAGAS. 4 
Sure twas a mark of an uncommon Genius, * 
To bend a Soul like that of great Arſaces, 3 
And charm him to her Sway. On 
: MIRZ A. = 
Certainly Fate, A 
Or ſomewhat like the Force of Fate was in it; It 
And ſtill whene'er Remembrance ſets that Scene = 
Before my Eyes, I view it with Amazement. 0 
NA GAS. A, 
I then was young, a Stranger to the Court, | T 
And only took the Story as reported. "2 £009” ws! 
By diſſerent Fame; you mult have known it better, A. 


IR Z 4. 
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MIX Z A. 
Indeed I did, then favour'd by the King, 
And by that means a ſharer in the Secret. 


#1 was on a Day of publick Feſtival, 


hen beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to-view 
(Behind the Covert of a golden Lattice,) 
he King and Court returning from the Temple: 
hen juſt as by her Stand Arſaces paſt, 
he Window by deſign or chance fell down, 
\nd to his view expos'd her bluſhing Beauties, 


Phe ſeem'd ſurpriz d. and preſently withdrew ; 
I But ev'n that Moment was an Age in Love: 


o was the Monarch's Heart for Paſſion moulded, 
o apt to take at firſt the ſoft Impreſſion. 
oon as we were alone, I found the Evil 


q Already paſt a Remedy, and vainly 


9 f the Reſentment of her injur'd Lord: 
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His Love was deaf to all. 
5 NA 646. 
Was Tiribaſus abſent ? 
| MIR'Z A. 
He was then General of the Horſe, _ 
Under old Memmon in the Median War. 
But if that diſtant View ſo much had charm'd him, 


Wimagine how he burnt, when, by my Means, 
He view'd her Beauties nearer; when each Action, 


And every graceful Sound conſpir'd to charm him: 


Joy of her Conqueſt, and the Hopes of Greatneſs, 


Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and made her ſeem 


oc more than mortal Excellence. In ſhort, 


After ſome faint Reſiſtance, like a Bride 
That ſtrives a while, tho' eager for the ** 


Ihe furious King enjoy'd her: 


And to ſecure their Joys, a Snare was laid 


For her unthinking Lord, in which he fell 


Before 
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Before the Fame of this could reach his Ears. 
Since that, ſhe ſtill has by ſucceſsful Arts 
Maintain'd that Pow'r, which firſt her Beauty gain'd. 
MAGAS. 
With deepeſt Foreſight, wiſely has ſhe laid 
A ſure Foundation for the future Greatneſs 
Of Artaban, her only darling Son. 
Each buſy Thought, that rolls within her Breaſt, 
Labours for him: The King, when firſt he ficken'd, 
Declar'd he ſhould ſucceed him in the Throne. 
MIRZ A. 
That was a Point well gain'd; nor were the Elderſhip 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of Fears, 
If Memnon's Intereſt did not prop his Cauſe. 
Since then they ſtand ſecur d, by being join'd, 
From reach of open Force, it were a Maſter-· piece 
Worthy a thinking Head, to ſow Diviſion 
And Seeds of Jealouſy, to looſe thoſe Bonds, 
Which knit and hold em up; that fo * 
With eaſe they might be ruin'd. 
MAGAS. 
That's a Difficulty next to impoſkble. 
MIRZ A. 
Ceaſe to think ſo. 
The Wiſe and Active conquer Difficulties, 
But daring to attempt em: Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and ſhrink at ſight of Toil and Hazard, 
And make th' Impoſſibility they fear: 
Ev'n Memnon's Temper ſeems to give th' occaſion ; 
Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge; 
Tho” bold, yet wants that Faculty of thinking, 
That ſhould direct his Anger. Valiant Fools 
Were made by Nature for the Wiſe to work with; 
They are their Tools, and 'tis the Sport of Stateſmen, 
When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together, 
And 
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And fall by one another. 
MAGAS. 


| What you've ſaid, 
= Has wak'd a Thought in me which may be lucky: 
E'er he was baniſh'd for your Brother's Murder, 
There was a Friendſhip 'twixt us; and tho' then 
l left his barren Soil, to root my ſelf 
More ſafely under your auſpicious Shade, 
Yet ſtill pretending Ties of ancient Love, 
At his Arrival here I'll vifit him: 
Whence this Advantage may at leaſt be made, 
To ford his ſhallow Soul. 
MIX Z A. 
Oh much, much more; 
"Twas happily remember d: nothing gulls 
Theſe open unſuſpecting Fools, like Friendſhip : 
Dull heavy Things! Whom Nature has left honeſt 
In mere Frugality, to ſave the Charge 
She's at in ſetting out a thinking Soul: 
Who, fince their own ſhort Underſtandings reach 
No further than the preſent, think ev'n the Wile, 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, 
Speak what they think, and tell Tales of themſelves. 
Thy Function too will varniſh o'er our Arts, 
And ſanctify Diſſembling. 
46 4s. 
Vet ſtill I doubt, 
lis Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare. 
. MIR Z A. 
Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the Fraud, 
That ev'n I wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that Cauſe of Hate, which long has held us 
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At mortal diſtance, give up my Revenge, 
A grateful Off ring to the public Peace. 


MAGAS. 
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| MA GAS. 
Could you afford him ſuch a Bribe as that, 
A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd ? 
MIRZA. 
No, Magas, 
It is-not in the Power of Fate to raze 


That Thought from out my Memory: My 
Eternal Night, 'tis true, may caſt a Shade By 
On all my Faculties, extinguiſh Knowledge, Th 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceaſe ; I fe 
But whilſt, IJ am, that ever will remain, Thi 
And in my lateſt Spirits ſtill ſurvive. Is © 
Yet I would have thee promiſe that, and more; Wh 


The Friendſhip of the Queen, the Reſtitution 
Of his Command, and Honours, that his Daughter 
Shall be the Bride of Artaban; ſay any thing: Sinc 
Thou know'ſt the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths, Tis 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at em. 


MAGAS. 0 

Doubt not my Zeal to ſerve our Royal Miftreſs, he 

And in her Intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. L ſhe 

MIRZ A. hi 

My worthy Prieſt ! Still be my Friend and ſhare he 

The utmoſt of my Pow'r ; by Greatnels rais'd, Pow 
"op; [ Embracing. 


Thou, like the God thou ſerv'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. 

But fee! the Queen appears; ſhe ſeems to mule, 
Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome Event 

Of high Import, which buſtles like an Embryo 
In its dark Room, and longs to be diſclos'd. 
Retire, leſt” we diſturb her. | 
[ They retire to the fide of the Stage. 


Enter 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
| Enter the Qv E EN attended. 


U EE N. 

Be fix d, my Soul, fix'd on thy own firm Baſis ! 
ft Be conſtant to thyſelf; nor know the Weakneſs, 

TT he poor Irreſolution of my Sex: 

Diſdain thoſe ſhews of Danger, that would bar 
My Way to Glory. Ve diviner Pow'rs! 
By whom tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright Beings 
= Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay; 
l feel, and I confeſs th Ethereal Energy, 
That buſy reſtleſs Principle, whoſe Appetite 
Is only pleas'd with Greatneſs like your own: 
Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull Maſs, 
And ſhut it up in Woman? Why debas'd it 
To an inferior Part of the Creation? 
Since your own heavenly Hands miſtook my Lot, 
& Tis you have err'd, not I. Could Fate e er mean 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribaſus ! 
o ſuch a Thing as he! a Wretch! a Husband ! 
herefore in juſt Aſſertion of myſelf, 
I ſhook him off, and paſs'd thoſe narrow Limits, 
Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great. 
WT here is not, muſt not be a Bound for Greatneſs ; 
Pow'r gives a Sanction, and makes all things juſt, 
Ha! Mirza! Worthy Lord! I ſaw thee not, 


[ Seeing Mirza, 


42 


o buſy were my Faculties in Thought. 
MIX Z A. 
The Thoughts of Princes dwell in ſacred Privacy, 
nknown and venerable to the Vulgar ; [ Bowing, 
Ind like a Temple's innermoſt Receſles, 
one enters to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 
nbidden of the God that dwells within. 


QUEEN. 
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DUEEN. 1 
Wiſe Mirza! were my Soul a Temple, fit J 
For Gods and Godlike Counſels to inhabit, 3 
Thee only would I chuſe of all Mankind, at 
To be the Prieſt, ſtill favour'd with Acceſs ; It 
Whoſe piercing Wit, ſway'd by unerring Judgment, 8 
Might mingle even with aſſembled Gods, Fc 
When they deviſe unchangeable Decrees, 8 
And call em Fate. T1 
MIRZ A. 4 
Whate'er I am, each Faculty, 1 

The utmoſt Power of my exerted Soul, FT 
Preſerves a Being only for your Service; © Iz 
And when I am not yours, I am no more. 4 Bl 
20 EE N. = 
Time ſhall not know an End of my ne 4 N A 
But every Day of our continu'd Lives Li 
Be witneſs of my Gratitude, to draw WA! 
The Knot, which holds our common Intereſt, doſer: N. 
Within ſix Days, my Son, my Artaban, r. 

Equally dear to me as Life and Glory, y 

In public ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, 4 

And'be my Pledge of everlaſting Amity. 4 

MIRZ A. 


O Royal Lady! you outbid my Service; 
And all Returns are vile, but Words the pooreſt. II 


2UEZEM. Th 

Enough! be, as thou haſt been, ſtill my Friend, Ho 

I ask no more. But I obſerve of late, Na 
Your Daughter grows a Stranger to the Court; Wi 
Know you the Cauſe? An 
| MIRZ - be An 

A melancholy Girl; WI 

Such in her Infancy her Temper was, An. 


| Soft even beyond ker Sex's Tenderneſs; 
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By Nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 
For the Miſhaps of others, and ſo make 


The Sorrows of the wretched World her own: 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 


Except when (only by ſome Maid attended) 
she ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, 

Jor by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brook 
its ſadly liſtning ta a Tale of Sorrow, 

7 Til with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow Stream. 


D2UEEN. 
It is not well, theſe Thoughts maſt be remov'd ; 


4 n hat eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 


W Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth: and Beauty: 


But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of Sadneſs; 
My Son ſhall: breathe ſo warm a Gale of Sighs, 


As ſhall diſſolve thoſe Icicles that hang 


Like Death about her Heart. 
Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 


Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods 


To grant him Health, tho much I fear in vain. 


[.Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendants. 


Manet MIR Z A. 


This meddling Prieſt longs to be found a Fool: 
Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 
Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his Seothing ? 
Howe'er, I gave his wiſe Propoſal way, 
Nay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 
And make him firmly mine, ſpite of his Fears, 
And natural 
While Choice remains, he will be ſtill unſteddy, 
And nothing but Neceſlity can fix him, [Exit, 


Enter 


24 The Ambitious Step- Mother. 


Enter ARTAXERXEs, MEMN ON, and Attendants. 


 ARTAXERXNES. 
Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
| We enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for : 
| Each buſy Face we meet, with Wonder ſtarts, 
And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. 
MEMNON. 
Well may th' ignoble Herd 
Start, if with heedleſs Steps they unawares 
Tread on the Lion's Walk: a Prince's Genius 
Awes with ſuperior Greatneſs all beneath him. 
With Wonder they behold the Great Arſaces 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 
Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueſt, 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, 
And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph : 
Now baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women, 
. They ſtart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurpriz'd, 
| As if a God had met 'em. In Honour's Name, 
| Why have we let this be? why have we languiſh'd, 
| And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as this 
| To waſte our Strength, and wear our Empire low ? 
| ARTAXERXNES. 
Cut be the Means by which theſe Ills aroſe, 
| Fatal alike to me as to my Country ; 
i Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 
þ Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 
| Cut off by Arts of coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 
= Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court, 
| From the great Right which God and Nature gave, 
| My Birthright to a Throne. 
MEMNON. 
Nor Prieſts, nor Stateſmen, 
1 Could 
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Could have compleated ſuch an Ill as that, 

If Women had not mingled in the Miſchief; 

If Artemi/a had not, by her Charms, 

And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 

Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatneſs, 

Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 

Juſt crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 

A Burden to himſelf, and his Friends Pity, 

Among his other Failings, to forget 

All that a Father and a King could owe 

To ſuch a Son as you were; to cut you off 

From your Succeſſion, from your Hopes of Empire, 

And graft her upſtart Offspring on to Royalty. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

But if I bear it, 

Oh may I live to be my Brother's Slave, 

The Scorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my Cauſe; 

May you, my Father, ſpurn me for a Coward, 

May all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory 

Leave me to vile Deſpair. By Heaven, my Heart 

Sits lighter in my Boſom, when I think 

That I this Day ſhall meet the Boy my Brother, 

Whoſe young Ambition u ch aſpiring Wings 

Dares ev'n to mate my Greatneſs. 

MEMNON. 


Fame, that ſpeaks 
Minutely every Circumſtance of Princes, 


Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of Power, 
Which ev'n in ſpite of Nature he affects; 
Impatient of Command, and hardly deigning 
To be contrould by his imperious Mother. 

"Tis faid too (as no Means were left untry'd, 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
With a ſuperior Right of Birth and Merit) 

That Books, and the politer Arts (which thoſe 


Vor. I, E Who 


| 
1 
| 
| 
l 


26 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 

Who know admire) have been his Care; already 

He mingles in their Councils, and they truſt 

His Youth with Secrets of important Villany. 

The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire him, 

Style him a God in Wiſdom. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

Be that his Glory: 

Let him with Pedants hunt for Praiſe in Books, 

Pore out his Life amongf the lazy Gown-men, 

Grow old and vainly proud in fancy'd Knowledge, 

Unequal to the Task of vaſt Ambition : 

Ambition! the Deſire of active Souls, 

That puſhes em beyond the Bounds of Nature, 

And elevates the Hero to the Gods. 

But ſee! my Love, your beauteous Daughter comes, 

And ev'n Ambition fickens at her fight. 


Enter AMESTRI1S attended, 


Revenge, and fierce Deſires of Glory, ceaſe 


To urge my Paſſions, maſter'd by her Eyes; 
Aud 15 gentle Fires now warm my Breaſt. 


AMESTRIS. 
I come, my Father, to attend your Order. 4 
[To Memnon. 3 
MEMNON. 11 


Tis well; and I would have thee ſtill be near me. | 
The Malice of the Faction which I hate, ; i 
Would vent itſelf ev'n on thy Innocence, 


PO | 1 nab " 


Wert thou not ſafe under a Father's Care. 
ARTAXERMNES. 
Oh fay a Lover's too; nor can you have 
An Intereſt in her Safety more than mine. - 
Love gives à Right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; 3 
Or Love is Nature in the nobleſt Meaning, $ . 


The Cauſe and the Preſerver of the World. 
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Theſe Arms, that long to preſs thee to my Boſom, 
For ever ſhall defend thee. 
| MEMNON. 

Therefore, my Son, 
Unto your Care I leave our common Charge; 

* Tigrancs with our Friends expects my Orders: 
"> Thoſe when I have diſpatch'd, upon the Inſtant 
J will return, and meet at your Apartment. 

| [ Exit Memnon. 


ARTAXERXES. 
Come to my Arms, and let me hide thee there 
From all thoſe Fears that vex thy beating Heart ; 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe fancy'd Dangers, 
That haunt thy Apprehenſion. 
AMESTRIS. | 
. Can you blame me, 

If from Retirement drawn, and pleaſing Solitude, 
II fear to tempt this ſtormy Sea the World, 
"XZ Whoſe ev'ry Beach is ftrew'd with Wrecks of Wretches 
That daily periſh in it? Curſt Ambition 

Why doſt thou come to trouble my Repoſe, 

Who have ev'n from my Infancy diſclaim'd thee? 

ARTAAAERXES. 

Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let no Thought, 
But what brings Peace and Joy, approach thy Breaſt. 
Let me impart my manly Fires to thee, 

To warm thy Fancy to a Taſte of Glory; 
Imperial Power and purple Greatneſs wait thee, 
And ſue for thy Acceptance: by the Sun, 

And by Ar/aces Head, I will not mount 
The Throne of Cyrm, but to ſhare it with thee. 
- , AMESTRIS. 

Vain Shews of Happineſs ! Deceitful Pageantry ! 

Ah! Prince, hadſt thou but known the Joys which dwell 
With humbler Fortunes, _ would curſe thy Royalty. 
-2- 


Had 
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Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 
Where only bleſt with Life's Neceſſities, 
We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days, 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring: 
There no Step-Mother, no ambitious Brother, 
No wicked Stateſman, would with impious Arts 
Have ftrove to wreſt from us our ſma!l Inheritance, 
Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds to noiſy Faction: 
Our Nights had all been bleſt with balmy Slumbers, 
And all our waking Hours been crown'd with Love. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
Exquiſite Charmer! now by Oro/mades 
I ſwear, thy each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 
The Joy of Conqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero 
To high Exploits, and everlaſting Fame, 
Grows vile in ſight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory, 
Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris. 
AMESTRIS. 

No, Son of great Arſaces, tho* my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs, and would fly 
From Noiſe and Faction, and from fatal Greatneſs; 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my Heart, 2 
(Nor will I bluſh to own the ſacred Flame, 

Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my Breaſt) 
For thy lov'd fake, ſpite of my boding Fears, 
I'll meet the Danger which Ambition brings, 
And tread one Path with thee: Nor ſhalt thou loſe 
The glorious Portion which 'thy Fate dekgns thee, 
F. or thy Aneſtris Fears. 

ARTAXE RXES. 

| Give me thoſe Fears; 


For 
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For all things will be well. 
AMESTRIS. 
Grant it, ye Powers : 
This Day before your Altars will I kneel, 
Where all my Vows ſhall for my Prince be offer'd; 


4 Still let Succeſs attend him, let Mankind 
XZ Adore in him your viſible Divinity; 


Nor will I importune you for myſelf, 
But ſum up all I ask in Artaxerxes. 
 AARTAXERAES. 
Ard doubt not but the Gods will kindly hear 


4 | Their Virgin Votary, and grant her Pray'r; 


Our glorious Sun, the Source of Light and Heat, 
Whoſe Influence chears the World he did create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian Skies, 

And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes ; 

Thy Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay, 
Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the World with Day. 


ACT H. SCENE I. 
An APARTMENT of the PALACE. 


Enter MEMNON and MAGAS. 


 MEMNON, 


HOSE who are wiſe in Courts, my holy Sir, 
Make Friendſhips with tile Miniſters of State, 
Nor ſeek the Ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Left there ſhould be Contagion in Misfortunes, 
And make th' Alliance fatal. 
MAGAS. 
Friends like Memnon 
Are worth being ſought in Danger : Since this Age, 
Of moſt flagitious Note, degenerates 
From the fam'd Virtue of our Anceſtors, 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for Friendſhips but thoſe few, 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe Breaſts alone 
The Footſteps of loſt Virtue yet remain? 
MEMNON. 
J prithee Peace; for nothing misbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flattery ; 
Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of baſe diſſembling, 
And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools: 
Beſides, it ſtains the Honour of thy Function, 


Which, like the Gods thou ſerv'ſt, ſhould be ſincere. 
MAGAS. 
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NA GAS. 
By that Sincerity, by all the Service 
My Friendſhip can expreſs, I would approve it; 
And tho' I went not from Perſepolis 
Companion of your Exile, yet my Heart 
Was with you ſtill; and what I could I did, 
Beſeeching ev ry God for your Return: 
Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once again 


1 'Tis giv'n me to behold my Friend ; nay more, 


Would you agree, to keep you here for ever. 
MEMNON. : 

The Gods, *tis true, are juſt, and have, I hope, 
At length decreed an end to my Misfortunes ; 
At leaſt they give me this, to die with Honour, 
When Life grows vile or burdenſome. 

NA GAS. 
By me they offer all that you can ask, 


And point an eaſy way to HappineG. 


Spare them the Wounds our wretched Country fears, 


The thouſand Ills which Civil Diſcord brings. 


Oh ſtill that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms 
Frighten Repoſe from Country Villages, 
And ſtir rude Tumult up, and wild Diſtraction 
* all our peaceful Cities. 
MEM NON. 

Witneſs for me, 
Ye awful Gods, who view our inmoſt Thoughts! 
I took not Arms, till urg'd by Self- defence, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature. 


lmpute not then thoſe Ills which may enſue 


To me, but thoſe who with inceſſant Hate 
Purſue my Life, whoſe Malice ſpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabric 

May in the univerſal Ruin burn. 
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| MAG AS. 
And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge too raſhly, 
Impetuous Paſſion hurries you ſo faſt, 
You cannot mark th' Advantage of your Fortune. 
MEMNON. 
Has not the Law been urg'd to ſet a Brand 
Of foul Diſhonour on my hoary Head? 
Ha! Am I not proſcrib'd? 
MA4GAS. 
Forget that Thought, 
That jarring grates your Soul, and turns the Harmony 
Of bleſſed Peace to curſt infernal Diſcord. 
Hate and its fatal Cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, 
And Memnon's Name be honour'd as of old, 
The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful Warrior, 
The fortunate Defender of his Country. 
MEMNON. | 
Tis true (nor will it ſeem a Boaſt to own) 
I have fought well for Perſia, and repay'd 
The Benefit of Birth with honeſt Service; 
Full fifty Years harneſs'd in rugged Steel, 
I have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 
And the ſeverer Heats of parching Summer : 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches 
Amidſt a Crew of Harlots and ſoft Eunuchs, 
Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury: 
This is a Juſtice Mirza's Self muſt do me. 
A GAS. 
Even he, tho' fatal Accidents have ſet 
A moſt unhappy Bar between your Friendſhip, 
Lamenting that there had been Cauſe of Enmity, 
And owning all the Merit of your Virtues, 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd you Friends. 
MEMNON. 
Our God, the Sun, ſhall ſooner change his . 
| n 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


And all th' Impoſſibilities, which Poets 
Count to extravagance of looſe D 
Shall ſooner be. 
NA GAS. 

Vet hear me, noble Memnon: 
When by the Duty of my Prieſthood mov'd,. 
And in juſt Deteſtation of the Miſchiefs 
Inteſtine Jars produce, I urg'd wiſe Mirxa, 
By his Concurrence, Help, and healing Counſel, 
To ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his Country bleeds ; 


Griev'd at the Thought, he vow'd his whole Endeavour 


Should be to cloſe thoſe Breaches: 

That ev'n Cleander's Death, and all thoſe Quarrels 

That long have nouriſh'd Hatred in your Houſes, 

Should be in Joy of public Peace forgotten. 
MEMNON. 


Oh couldſt thou charm the Malice of a Stateſman, 


And make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 
Thy Preaching might reform the guilty World, 
And Vice would be no more. 
MAGAS. 
Nay, ev'n the Queen 
Will bind the Confirmation by her Son, 
And asks the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban. 
| MEMNON. 
Were that the only Terms, it. were impoſſible. 
MAGA S. 
You wou'd. not ſhun th' Alliance of a Prince? 
MEMNON. 
No; for it is the Glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is deſign'd my Son, 
With ev'ry Grace and Royal Virtue crown'd ;: 
Great, juſt, and merciful, ſuch as Mankind. 
(When, in the Infant World, firſt Governments 


"_ by Choice) would have deſign'd a King. 
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 MAGAS. 

Unbounded Pow'r, and Height of Greatneſs give 
To Kings that Luſtre, which we think divine; 
The Wiſe, who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay, ſometimes weak ones too : the Crowd indeed, 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 
Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. 

The Name of Artaban will be as great 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſſeſs 
(As ſure he ſhall) his Throne. 


 MEMNON. 
Ha! What means he? 


This Villain Prieſt! But hold my Rage a little, 


And learn Diſſimulation: I'll try him further. [ #/#d, 


You talk in Riddies, when you name a Throne, 

And Artaban; the Gods who portion out 

The Lots of Princes as of private Men, 

Have put a Bar between his Hopes and Empire. 
MAGAS. 


What Bar: 
MEMNON. 


The beft, an elder Brother's Claim. 
| MAGAS. 
That's eafily remov'd ; the King their Father, 
On juſt and weighty Reaſons, has decreed 
His Scepter ta the Younger; add to this, 
The joint Concurrenee of our Perfian Lords, 
Who only want your Voice to make it firm. 
MEMNON. 
Can I, can they, can any honeft Hand, 
Join in an Act like this? Is not the Elder 
By Nature pointed out for Preference? 
Is not his Right inrolPd among thoſe Laws 
Which keeps the World's vaſt Frame in beauteons Order? 
Ask thoſe thou nam'ſt but now, what made them Lords? 
| | What 


What Titles had they had, if Merit only 
Could have conferr'd a Right; if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt- deſerving firſt, 
And ſtamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip 
Upon their baſer Metal ? 
MAGAS. 
Sure there may be 


Reaſons of ſo much Pow'r and cogent Force, 
As may ev'n ſet aſide this Right of Birth; 
If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have em too. 
'T were an invidious Task to enter into 
The Inſolence, and other Faults, which mov'd 
Royal Arſaces to a juſt Diſpleaſure 
= Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes, 
1 MEMNON. 

Ha! dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
To brand the ſpotleſs Virtue of my Prince 
With Falſhoods of moſt baſe and damn'd Contrivance. 
I tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt Gods 
Require ſevere Account of thy paſt Life, 
And charge Remembrance to diſpoſe thy Crimes, 

In Rank and hideous Order to thy View, 
Horror and Guilt of Soul would make thee mad. 
NAG A. 

You take the Matter further than I meant it: 
My Friendſhip only aims at your Advantage, 
Would point you out a Way to Peace and Honour, 
And in return of this, your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. | 

MEMNON. 

Away! I cannot bear thy baſe Diſſembling, 
My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy Friendſhip, 
How haſt thou dar'd to think fo vilely of me, 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for à Prince's Ruin? 
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A Prince the Joy and Honour of Mankind, 
As much ſuperior to the reſt of Kings, 
As they themſelves are above common Men; 
And is the very Image of the Gods. 
Wer't thou not privileg'd like Age and Women, 
My Sword ſhould reach thee, and revenge the Wrong 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. 

MAGAS. 

Ungrateful Lord! 

Would'ſt thou invade my Life, as a Return i 
For proffer d Love? But let th' Event declare | z 


How great a Good by me ſincerely ofer'd, 
Thy dull Romantic Honour has refus'd. 
And ſince I have diſcharg'd the Debt I ow'd 
To former Friendſhip, if the Gods hereafter 
Send Ruin down, and plague thee with Confuſion, 
Remember me in vain, and curſe thy Folly. 4 

[ Exit Magas. 

MEMNON. 
No, my Remembrance treaſures honeſt Thoughts, 

And holds not things like thee; I ſcorn thy Friendſhip, 8 
And would not owe my Liſe to ſuch a Villain: = 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to propheſy. : 
Were all thy Tribe like thee, it might well ſtartle 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when through ſuch Hands 
The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. 4 
But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all 1 
(Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, 
And turn the holy Office to a Trade) 
Participate their ſacred Influence. 
This then is your own Cauſe ; ye awful Powers, 43 
Revenge yourſelves, your violated Altars, —_ 
That thoſe who with unhallow'd Hands approach, = 
May tremble at your Juſtice, [Exit Memnon. 7 
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SCENE II. The PALACE. 


Enter the QUEEN, ARTABAN, Mirza, 


4 MaGas, and Attendants. 


ARTABAN. 


M* Brother then is come 
MIX Z A. 
My Lord, I ſaw him, 
With him old haughty Memnon ; as they paſs'd, 
With fierce Diſdain they view'd the gazing Crowd, 


And with dumb Pride ſeem'd to negle& that Worſhip 


Which yet they wiſh'd to find: this way acy move, 
= "Tis ſaid to ask an Audience of the 
£ DUEEN. 
Mirza, tis well, I thank thy timely Care; 
Here will we face this Storm of Inſolence, 
Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it roll, 
Z Then burſt, and ſpend at once its idle Rage 
j ARTABAN. 
Why meet we thus like wrangling Advocates, 
To urge the Juſtice of our Cauſe with Words ? 
J hate this Parle, tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our Rights of Merit and of Elderſhip,, - 
And prove like Men our Title. 
MIRZ A. 
'Twere-unſafe,. 
They come ſurrounded by a Crowd of Friends: 
To ſtrike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh. 
Fate waits for them elſewhere with certain Ruin ;. 
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The Infolence and native Pride of each, 
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From Mirxa's Hand expect it. 

| 2 E Z N. 

Be it ſo: 

Auſpicious Sage, I truſt thee with my Fortune, 
My ; of Greatneſs, do thou guide em all, 
For me and for thyſelf. My Son, give way, 
Nor let thy haſty Youth diſturb with Outrage 
The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace ; | 
Occaſions great and glorious will remain 


Worthy thy Arms and Coura 
ARTABAN. 


obey, 

And willingly refign th* unmanly Task. 
Words are indeed your Provinee. 3 

MIRZ A. __ JI 

My Royal Miftreſs, - 
Prepare to meet with more than brutal Fury bi 
From the fierce Prince and Memmor, 4 

20 EZ EN. 1 

Well I know BS 


With ſcurrile Taunts and blackeſt Infamy 


They load my Name : But let the Wretches rait, = r 
A Woman's Vengeance waits em. 29 
They are here. $3 
Enter ARTAXE #22 8, Mzunon, and Attendants, | 
ARTAXERXES. | bs 
Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal Fabric, 4 
And thou, O Ore/mades, the Protector it 
Of the great Perfian Race, ter yet my Father, = 
Royal Arſaces, mingle with your Godheads, . * 
Grant me once more to lay before his Feet r 
His Eldeſt born, his once lov'd Artaxerxis, A 
| 


To offer my Obedience to his Age ; ö = 
{ 
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L All that a Son can owe to ſack a Father. 
um You, who with haggard Eyes ſtare wildly on me, 


1 If (as by your Attendance here you ſeem) 


when Parricides and Rebels, in deſpite 


Vo ſerve the King my Father, lead me to him. 
2UEEN. 
And doſt thou wonder that Mankind ſhould ſtare, 


© of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Age, 


3 With impious Force and ruffian Violence, 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life ; 


Cut off his ſhort Remains? 
ARTAXERXNES,. 
4 Ha! ſay ſt thon, Woman ? 
I prithee Peace, and urge not a Reply; 
9 I would not hold acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
"I 2UEEKN. 
Ve righteous Pow'rs, whoſe Juſtice awes the World, 
B Let not your Thunders ſleep when Crimes like theſe 
9 Stall in the open Air. 
N IXTAXERAES. 
Thy Prieſt inſtructs thee, 


Elſe ſure thou hadſt not dar'd to tempt the Gods, 


And trifle with their Juſtice; Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me? on me, whom thy curſt Arts 


Z Have ſtrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a Stranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The neareſt to his Heart? 
3 2UEEN. 
Had he not reaſon, 
When thou with Rebel Inſolence didſt dare 
To own and to protect that hoary Ruffian; 
q Pointing to Memnon. 
And in deſpite ey'n of thy Father's Juſtice, 


© To ſtir the factious Rabble up to Arms 1 
or 
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For him ; and make a Murd'rer's Cauſe thy own? 


MEMNON. 

I had another Name (nor ſhouldft thou move me, 
Inſulting Queen, to Words, did not Remembrance. 
With Horror ſting my Soul for Tiribaſus, 

Thy murder'd Lord) when by my fatal Orders, 
And by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell, 
To make thy way to guilty Greatneſs eaſy. 
I thought him then a Traitor (for thy Arts 
Had taught the Royal Mandate fo to call him) 
Too big for public Juſtice, and on that Pretence 
Conſented to the Snare that catch'd his Life; 
So my obedient Honeſty was made 
'The Pander to thy Luft and black Ambition. 
Except the Guilt of that accurſed Day, 
In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, 
From blooming Youth down to decaying Age, 
My Fame ne'er knew a Stain of foul Diſhonour ; 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, 
The Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief. 
DUVEEN. 

What nam'ſt thou Tiribaſus! be his Guilt 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on Cleander, 
And let the Furies that enquire for Blood, 

Stir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh great Cleander / 
Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firſt of Warriors, 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death 
Had in the Field of Battle ſought in vain. 

ME MN ON. 

In fight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, 
F will avow that my Revenge was juft ; 

My injur'd Honour could not ask for leſs: 
Since he refus'd to do a Soldier's Iuſtice, 


2535 Sw 
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: 4 I us'd him as J ought. 


QUEEN. 
Ss Boldneſs ! 
And dar*ſt thou call that Act a Soldier's Juſtice ? 
# Didſt thou not meet him with diſſembled Friendſhip, 
Hiding the Rancour of thy Heart in Smiles? 
When he (whoſe open unſuſpecting Nature 
; © Thought thee a Soldier honeſt as himſelf ) 
Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, 
Buy mutual Vows renew'd; and in the Revel 
© Of that luxurious Day, forgetting Hate, 
And every Cauſe of ancient Animoſity, 
& Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendſhip: 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The ſprightly Juice infuſing gentler Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breaſts) 
# Unequal to him in the Face of War, 
Stole on Cleander with a Coward's Malice, 

And ſtruck him to the Heart. 
| MEMNON. 

By the ſtern God, 

I» Mars, the Patron of my honour'd Wars, 

Tis baſely falſe. In his own drunken Brawl 
| The Boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh Tongue, 

Nor thought him worth my Sword, till (his cold 8 
Warm'd with the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat; 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valour, 


1 K T took him at his Word, and (with my Sword 


Drawn againſt his in equal Oppoſition) 
1 kill'd him while it laſted. 

ARTAXERXNES. 

Ceaſe we, my Friend, 

TT his Women's War of Railing ; when they talk, 
len ſhould be ſtill, and let Noiſe tire itſelf, 
I came to find a Father, tho' my Fears 
p I 9 | Suggeſt 
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Suggeſt the worſt of Evils to my Thoughts, > 
And make me dread to hear Arfaces* Fate: = + 
Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. . 
QUEEN. . 
Prince, you paſs not; 
Guards, keep the Door; the King your Father lives — |? 
ARTAXERXNXNES. 1 
Ha!— if he lives, why lives he not to me? 
Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him ? 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood ? 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him? 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, 
And watch his ſickly Slumbers, that my Vouth 
May with its Service glad his drooping Age, 
And his cold Hand may bleſs me ere he die. 
Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown, 
But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. 


SUELEN. 

Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious Name of Duty 
To hide deform'd Rebellion: Haſt thou not 
With thy falſe Arts poiſon'd his People's Loyalty ? 
What meant thy pompous Progreſs thro' the Empire ? 
Thy vaſt Profufion to the factious Nobles, 
Whoſe Intereſt ſways the Crowd, and ſtirs up Mutiny ? Fr 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, diſdainful Soul | 1 V 
Stoop to the meaneſt Arts which catch the Vulgar ? "x T 
Herd with em, fawn upon em, and careſs em? "7 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs, 4 
And make them Judges of thy Father's Juſtice? 4 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luſt of Power 
Has ſunk thy Father more than all his Years, 
And made him wither in a green old Age. l 

| ARTAXERXNES. | © FM 

Falſe all as Hell; Nor had I arm'd my Friends a | Zr 
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But to defend that Right 
D2UEEN. 
Doſt thou not come, 
= Impatient of Delay, to haſten Fate? 
To bring that Death, the lingering Diſeaſe 
Would only for a Day or twodefer ? 


ARTAXERMAES. 
J hear thee, and diſdain thy little Malice, 


= That dares to ſtain my Virtue with a Crime 
It views with moſt Abhorrence ; but Reproach 
Is loſt on thee, ſince Modeſty, with all 
FT The Virtues that adorn thy Sex, is fled. 
7  _BQ UEEN. 
Audacious Rebel! 
| 3 ' ARTAXERXES. 
Stain of my Father's Bed, and of his Throne! 
| ARTABAN. 
7 Villain, thou ly'ſt. Oh Madam, give me way, 
1 [To the Queen, who holds him, drawing his Sword. 
Whatever bars my Fury, calls me baſe, 
* Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. 
UEE N. | 
Fold, Artaban; My Honour ſuffers not 
From his lewd Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword profane 
With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, 
To Peace and ſacred Majeſty devoted. 
= ARTAXERXES. 
Ha! Who art thou? 
ARTABAN. 
The Son of great Arſaces. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
No, 'tis falſe; thy forging Mother's damn'd Contri- 
. Vance. [ Pointing to Mirza. 
Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow, 


The Hero's Race diſclaims thee. Why doſt thou — 
A 
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And knit thy Boyiſh Brow ? Doſt thou dare ought 
Worthy the Rank of the Divine Arſaces? 
If fo, come forth, break from that Woman's Arms, 
And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. 
ARTABAN. 

Ves, Artaxerxes, yes; thou ſhalt be met: 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 
And one of us is doom'd to ſink for ever, 
Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 
But wiſh the great Deciſion were ev'n now: 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
Immortal Thirſt of Empire fires my Soul; 
My Soul, which of ſuperior Power impatient, 
Diſdains thy Elderſhip; therefore in Arms 1 
X (Which give the nobleft Right to Kings) I Wills 
| To Death diſpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus. 0 
ARTAXERXNES. 4 

Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger; | 

O Energy Divine of great Ambition, 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 
And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature! 
| I tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Caule, 
1 For which the Gods might wage immortal War. 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Virtue, 
And think at leaſt thou art Arſaces Son, 
That the Idea of thy fancy'd Father 
1 May raiſe and animate thy leſſer Genius, 
| And make thee fit to meet my Arm in Battle. 
| ARTABAN. 

Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd with Greatneſs, 
So much it rivals ev'n the Joy of Knowledge 
And facred Wiſdom. What makes Gods divine, 
| But Power and Science Infinite ? 

| Hear only this; our Father preſs'd by Age, 
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And a long Train of Evils which that brings, 
Languiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life: 
Since thou wouldſt blot my Birth with baſe Diſhonour, 


Be this my Proof of filial Piety, 
While yet he lives, ceaſe we our Enmity ; 
Nor let the hideous Noiſe of War diſturb 


His parting Soul. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
I take thee at thy Word: 


Let his Remains of Life be Peace betwixt us, 


And after that let all our Time be War. 
# Reme:mber when we meet, ſince one muſt fall, 


Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives to Empire. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally, Queen and Artab. Artax. Mem. | 
{ cum ſuis. 


Manent MIR Z A and MAGAS. 


MIX ZA. | 
Moſt fortunate Event! which gives us more 


\ I Than ev'n our Wiſhes could have ask'd. This Truce 
© Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking; 
will lull theſe thoughtleſs Heroes to Security, 


MAGAS. 
Th' approaching Feſtival will more confirm it: 


Of all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 
Religion has diſtinguiſn'd from the reſt, 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 
This has been ſtill moſt venerable held. 
Among the Vulgar, Toil and Labour ceaſes, 
With Chaplets crown'd they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, 
And in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, 
That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure ; 


Slaves are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes 


Forget, or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 
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And meet like Friends. Pernicious Diſcord ſeems 
Out-rooted from our more than Iron Age: 

The Gods are worſhip'd with unuſual Reverence, , 
Since none, not ev'n our Kings, approach their Temple 
With any Mark of War's deſtructive Rage, "3 
But Sacrifice unarm'd, 

MIRZA. 
A lucky Thought 

Is in my Mind at once compleatly form'd, 

Like Grecian Pallas in the Head of Jove. 

When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Rites, 

To- morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 

Orchanes with a Party of the Guards, 

Who in my Palace ſhall this Night be plac'd, 
May at that private Door which opens into 

The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize em all. 

The Heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs Crowd 
With eaſe may be diſpers'd. 

M4GA4S. 
What you propoſe 

Wears a ſucceſsful Face, were it as innocent: 

An Act of ſuch outragegus Profanation, 

May ſhock the Thoughts ev'n of our cloſeſt Friends, 
And make 'em ſtart from an abhorr'd Alliance, 4 
That draws the Vengeance of the Gods upon em. 


| NMI Z 4. =T 
| Art thou the firſt to ftart a Doubt like that? = 7 
| Art thou (who doſt inſpire their Oracles, uv 
| And teach 'em to deceive the eaſy Crowd 4 
In doubtful Phraſe) afraid of thy own Gods? 971 

In every change they were on thy fide till, ” A) 

And ſure they will not leave thee now for Trifles. A. 


The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our Cauſe, © w 
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At leaſt not be our Foes, nor will they leave 
Their happy Seats (where free from Care and Pain, 


2 # Bleſs'd in themſelves alone, of Man regardleſs, 
They loll ſerene in everlaſting Eaſe) 
To mind the trivial Buſineſs of our World. 


MAGAS. - 
But more I fear the ſuperſtitious Vulgar, 


Who tho' unknowing what Religion means, 


Yet nothing moves *em more than zealous Rage 
For its Defence, when they believe it violated. 
MIRZ A. 
I was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Scruples, 


or think his Care of Intereſt was his Conſcience, [ {ide. 


My Caution ſhall obviate all thy Fears; 


Wie will give out that they themſelves de gn'd 

© To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
No matter, tho" it ſeem not very probable ; 
More monſtrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar. 


MAGAS. 
I yield to your Direction; and to ſtrengthen 


© The Enterprize, will ſecretly diſpoſe 
© A Party of my own within 2 
Io join with yours. 


MIR Z 4. 
It joys my Heart to think 


3 That I ſhall glut my Vengeance on this Memnon; 
That I ſhall ſee him ſtrive in vain, and curſe 

= The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, 
= Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And dar'd the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; 


Till catch'd at length within ſome hidden Snare, 


Wich foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 
And roars, and rolls his fiery Eyes in vain, 
While the ſurrounding Swains at pleaſure wound him, 


And 
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And make his Death their Sport: 

Thus Wit ſtill gets the Maſtery over Courage. 
Long time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battle won; 
Till one fine Project of the Stateſman's Brain, 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 
And renders all his boaſted Proweſs vain. 


[ Exeunt, 
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AAcr m. se EN E I. 
A Garden belonging to M1Rza's Palace. 


CLEONE is diſcover'd lying on a Bank of Flowers, 
BE LIZ A attending. 


SoncG, by B. Stote, E: 


| U PON a ſhady Bank repos 'd, 
Philanthe, amorous, young, and fair, 
Sighing to the Groves diſclos'd 
The Story of her Care. 


The Vocal Groves give ſome Relief, 
While they her Notes return; 

The Waters murmur o er her Grief, 
And Echo ſeems to mourn. 
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A Sewain that heard the Nymph complain, 
oF In pity of the Fair, 
Thus kindly trove to cure her Pain, 

And eaſe her Mind of Care. 


"Tis juft that Lowe ſhould give you reſt, 
From Lowe your Torments came; 

J Take that warm Cordial to your Breaft, 

I And meet a kinder Flame. 
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How evretched muſt the Woman prove, 
( Beware, fair Nymph, beware 7 

Whoſe Folly ſcorns another's Lowe, 
And courts her own Deſpair ? 


CLEONE. 
Oh Love! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid ! 
Still art thou buſy at my panting Heart ? 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft Images, 
And make my Ruin pleaſing ? Fondly I try, 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
To vent my Sorrows, and aflwage my Paſſions : 
Still freſh ſupplies renew th' exhauſted Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to himſelf alone 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, 
And baniſhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 
| BELIZ A. 
Why are you ſtill thus cruel to yourſelf? 
Why do you feed and cheriſh the Diſeaſe, 4 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hope x, 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude ? #3 
Why rather chooſe you not to ſhine at Court ? 


And in a thouſand gay Diverſions there, IN. 
To loſe the Memory of this wretched Paſſion? = Pu 

CLEONE. An 
Alas! Beliza, thou haſt never known 77 
The fatal Power of a reſiſlleſs Love: sho 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, TT), 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; | Ane 
In Courts and Temples it purſues us ſtill, I th 
And in the loudeſt Clamours will be heard: Ane 
It grows a Part of us, lives in our Blood, vet 
And every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. ik. 


Oh! think not then that I can ſhun myſelf; 
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The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. 
p BELIZA. 
Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your Griefs 
Companions in Misfortunes make 'em leſs 
And I could ſuffer much to make you eaſy. 
CLEONE. 
Sit by me, gentle Maid, and while I tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
If thou in kind Compaſſion of my Woes, 
Shall ſigh or ſhed a Tear for my miſhap, 
My grateful Eyes ſhall pay it back with Intereſt. 
Help me to rail at my too eaſy Heart, 
That raſhly entertain'd this fatal Gueſt : 
And you, my Eyes, why were you ſtill impatient 
Of any other ſight but Artaxerxes? 
Why did you make my Woman's Heart acquainted 
With all the thouſand Graces and Perfections, 
That dreſs the lovely Hero up for Conqueſt? 


BELIZ A. 
Had you oppos'd this Paſſion in its Infancy,” 


1 Ere time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy'd. 


© CLISONT. 
That was the fatal Error that undid me: 


My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperienc'd Innocence, 


Found not the Danger till it was too late. 
And tho' when firſt I ſaw the charming Prince, 
] felt a pleaſing Motion at my Heart, 


Short: breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breaſt, 


The mounting Blood fluſh'd in my glowing Face, 


And dy'd my Cheeks with more than uſual Bluſhes; 
I thought him, ſure, the Wonder of his Kind, 
And wiſh'd my Fate had giv'n me ſuch a Brother: 
Vet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all, 


ie me, beheld and bleſs'd him for his Excellence. 
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BELIZ 4. 
Sure never hopeleſs Maid was cu:s'd before 
With ſuch a wretched Paſſion; all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe your Happineſs ; tis ſaid 
This Day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Aneſtris. 
CLEONE. 
No, my Belixa, I have never known 
The pleaſing Thoughts of Hope: Certain Deſpair 
Was born at once, and with my Love increas'd. 
| 311124. 
Think you the Prince has e' er perceiv d your Thoughts? 
C LEONE. 
Forbid it, all ye chaſter Powers, that favour 
The Modeſty and Innocence of Maids: 
No, till my death, no other Breaſt but thine 
Shall e er participate the fatal Secret. "0 
O could I think that he had ever known - 2 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confuſion 1 
Would force my Virgin Soul to leave her Manſion, 
And certain Death enſue. 
Thou nam'ſt the fair Ameſtris, didſt thou not ? 


B E LIZ A. 


DU 


Madam, I did. 

CLEONE. 
I envy not her Happineſs. 

Tho? ſure few of our Sex are bleſs d like her 

In ſuch a Godlike Lord. 

Would I had been a Man! 

With Honour then I might have ſought his Friendſhip : 

Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, 

He might have lov'd me better than the reſt. 

Amidſt the dangers of the horrid War, 

Still had I been the neareſt to his fide; | 

In Courts and Triumphs ftill had ſhar'd his Joys. 

Or when the ſportful Chaſe had call'd us forth, 
Together 
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Together had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
Together preſs'd the Savage o'er the Plain: 
And when o'er-labour'd with the pleaſing Toil, 
Stretch'd on the verdant Soil had ſlept together. 
But whither does my roving Fancy wander ? 
Theſe are the ſick Dreams of fantaſtick Love. 
So in the Calenture the Seaman fancies 
Green Fields and flow'ry Meadows on the Ocean, 
Till leaping in, the Wretch, is loſt for ever. 
B ELI Z A. 

Try but the common Remedies of Love, 

And let a ſecond Flame expel the firſt. 


C LEONE. 
Impoſſible; as well thou may'ſt imagine, 
When thou complain'ſt of Heat at ſcorching Noon, 
Another Sun ſhall riſe to ſhine more kindly. 
Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
So fond of the Deluſion that has charm'd me, 
I hate the officious Hand that offers Cure. 


BELIZ A. 
Madam, Prince Artaban ! 
CLEONE. 
My cruel Stars! 


Do you then envy me my very Solitude? 
But Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 


Shall hide me from your hated Light for ever. 


Enter ARTABAN. 


ARTABAN. 
Ah, lovely Mourner ! ſtill, ſtill wilt thou blaſt 


My eager Love with unauſpicious Tears? 


When at thy feet I kneel, and ſue for Pity, 
Or juſtly of thy cold Regards complain, 


4 Still wilt thou only anſwer me with Sighs ? 
4 D 3 CLEONE. 
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C LEONE. 
Alas! my Lord, what anſwer can I give? 
Tf fill I entertain you with my Grief, 
Pity the Temper of a wretched Maid, 
By Nature fad, and born the Child of Sorrow : 
In vain you ask for Happineſs from me, 
Who want it for myſelf. 
ARTABAN. 
Can blooming Youth, 
And Virgin Innocence, that knows not Guilt 
Enow any Cauſe for Grief? 
ARTA BAM. 
Do but ſurvey 
The miſerable State of Human Kind, 
Where Wretches are the general Increaſe, 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for Grief. 
ARTABAN. 
Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair Philoſopher, 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes; 
The Marks which Years ſet on the wither'd Sage: 
The gentle Goddeſs, Nature, wiſely has 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. 
The God of Love ſtands ready with his Torch 
To light it at thy Eyes, but ſtill in vain, 
For ere the Flame can catch, 'tis drown'd in Tears. 
CESS Op OE OF Sf i | 
Oh! name not Love, the worſt of all Misfortunes, 
The Common Ruin of my eaſy Sex, 
Which I have ſworn for ever to avoid, * 


In memory of all thoſe hapleſs Maids, 


That Love has plung'd in unexampled Woes. 
ARTABAN. 
Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 
Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe. 


Alas! thy frozen Heart has only known 
Love 
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Love in reverſe, not taſted of its Joys; 

The Wiſhes, ſoft Deſires, and pleaſing Pains, 
That center all in moſt extatic Bliſs, 

Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treaſure 
Of Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives 5 
The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay; 

By her fair ſelf, and by her Son ſhe ſwears, 

Thy Beauties are devoted to her Service. 


Lo] now ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, 


She urges my Deſires, and bids me ſeize thee, 
[Taking her Hand and kiſſng it. 
And bear thee as a Victim to her Altar: | 
Then offer up ten thouſand thouſand Joys, 
As an amends for all thy former Coldneſs. 
CLEONE. 

Forbear, my Lord; or I muſt ſwear to fly 

For ever from your Sight. 
ARTABAN, 
Why doſt thou frown ? 
And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt ? 
Art thou reſolv'd to force thy gentle Nature, 
Compaſtionate to all the World beſide, 
And only to me cruel? Shall my Vows, 
Thy Father's Interceſſion, all be vain? 
CLEONE. 

Why do you urge my Father's fatal Power, 
To curſe you with a fad unlucky Bride? 
Caſt round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Courts, 
Where ſmiling Beauties, born to better Fate, 
Give Joy to the Beholders : 
There bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your Vows, 
And leave the poor Clone to her Sorrows. 

ARTABAN. 

What Queens are thoſe, of moſt celeſtial Form, 

Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my Heart? 
D 4 Oh 
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Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt Mold, 

Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 
Kind as the ſofteſt She that ever claſp'd 

Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paſt ; 

I ſwear I would prefer thee, O Cleone, 

With all thy Scorn and cold Indifference, 
Would chooſe to languiſh and to die for thee, 
Mauch rather than be bleſs'd, and live for them. 

CLEONE. 
Oh Prince! it is too much; nor am I worthy 
The Honour of your Paſſion, ſince tis fix d 
By certain and unalterable Fate, 
That I can never yield you a Return: 
My Thoughts are all to chaſte Diana vow'd, 
And I have ſworn to die her Virgin Votary. 


| ARTABAN. 
Impoſſible ! thou canſt not give away = 

Mine and thy Father's Right, ev'n to the Gods: 
Diana will diſown th' unjuſt Donation, 

Ner favor ſuch an Injury to Love. 

To every Power Divine I will appeal, 

Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe em to be partial. 

Their Altars now expect us: Come, fair Saint, 

And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, 
Their Juſtice muſt decree my Happineſ ls, 
| Reward my Sufferings, and my Flame approve, 
| For they themſelves have felt the Power of Love. 
| [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. The Temple of the Sun. 


Enter ARTAXERXES, AMESTRIS, and Attendants. 


ARTAXERXES. 


Is done! Tis done! Oh let me find ſome Way 
To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, 
Left I grow mad with Height of furious Blifs. 
The holy Prieſt has ty'd the ſacred Knot, 
And my Ameſtris now is all my own. 
Oh thou ſoft Charmer ! thou excelling ſweetneſs! 
Why art thou not tranſported all like me ? 
I ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this Exceſs of Happineſs. 
 AMESTRIS. 

Alas! my Lord, my panting: Heart yet trembles 
In vaſt ſuſpenſe between unruly Joys 
And chilling Fears. Somewhat methinks there is 
That checks my Soul, and ſays I was too bold 
To quit the Pleaſures of my Virgin State, 
To barter 'em for Cares and anxious Love. 

| ARTAXERXES. 

Theſe are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 
And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys; 
Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart, 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Defires. 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy Bluſhes, 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms : | 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs (if there be room for Words, 
Or ev'n for Thoughts) that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs, 
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AMESTRIS. 

Vet ſurely mine are more than common Fears: 
For, oh my Prince, when my foreboding Heart 
Surveys th' uncertain State of human Joys, 
How ſecretly the Malice of our Fate 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our Happineſs 
In full Security; I juſtly dread, 
Leſt Death or Parting, or fame unſeen Accident, 
Much worſe, if poſſible, than each of theſe, 

Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſs d. 
SRTAXERXNES. 

Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whoſe righteous Power 
Shall favqur and prote& our virtuous Loves. 
If ſtil thou apprehend'ſt approaching Danger, 
Let us make haſte and ſnatch th' uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our Power. 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to love, : 
Feaſt ev'ry Senſe with moſt luxurious Pleaſure, 9 
Improve our Minutes, make em more than Vears, 6 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods: : 
If after thiz, Death or Ill-Fortune comes, 9 
It cannot injure us, ſince we already 4 
Have liv'd and been before-hand with our Fate. 

AMESTRIS. 

Oh! let me eaſe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareſt Lord my worlt of Fears; 
There is an Il which more than death I dread : 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition ſated, 
Grow faithleſs, and forget the loſt Ameftris ; 
Forget that everlaſting Truth you vow'd, 
'Tho? ſure I ſhou!d not publicly complain, 
Nor to the Gods accuſe my perjur d Prince, 
Yet my ſoft Soul would fink beneath the Weight; x 
I ſhould grow mad, and curfe my very Being, = 
Aud with Ine had been, or not been lov'd. = 

| ARTAXERMAES, 
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ARTAXERXES. 

Doſt thou? - when every happier Star ſhines for us, 
And with propitious Influence gilds our Fortune, 
Doſt thou invent fantaſtic Forms of Danger, 

And fright thy Soul with things that are impoſflible ? 
Now by the potent God of Love, I ſwear 
I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts. 
My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay me 
In Joys too ſierce for Thought, for theſe Sufpicions Þ 
The Bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate, 
Nor ſhall decaying Time and Nature looſe em. 
Beyond the Limits of the filent Grave, 
Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our Beings: 
And when at once we climb yon azure Skies, 
We will be ſhown to all the Bleſs'd above, 
For the moſt conſtant Pair that &er deſery'd 
To mingle with their Stars. 
AMESTRIS. 
Tis true, *tis true; 
Nor ought I to ſuſpect thee. O my Hero! 
The Gods have form'd thee for the neareſt Pattern 
Of their own Excellence and perfect Truth, 
O let me ſink upon thy gentle Boſom, 
And, bluſhing, tell how greatly I am bleſ. d. 
Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow 
That all the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

NF Oh thou delicious perfect Angel Woman 

Thou art too much for mortal Senſe to bear: 

The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy of Spices, 
Wafted by gentle Winds, are not like thee, 
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From thee, as from the Cyprian Queen of Love, 
Ambroſial Odors flow; my every F aculty 

Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Pleaſure, 
O glorious God of Day, fly ſwiftly forward, 

And to thy Siſter's Rule reſign the World: 

Nor haſte to riſe again, but let the Night 

Long bleſs me with her ſtay, that thy Return 

At Morn may find me happieſt of my kind. 


Enter MEMN OR. 


My Father! is there an Increaſe of Joy ? 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more ? 
MEMNON. 
Ye Bleflings of my Age! whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is loſt. 
Oh Prince! Well has this glorious Day repay'd 
My Youth and Blood ſpent in A-/aces Service. 
Nor, had the Gods indulg'd my vaineſt Wiſhes, 
Durſt I have ask'd for ſuch a Son as you are. 
But I am roughly bred, in Words unknowing, 
Nor can I phraſe my Speech in apt Expreſſion, 
To tell how much I love and honor you : 
Might I but live to fight one Battle for you, - 
Tho' with my Life I bought the Victory, . l 
Tho' my old batter d Trunk were hew'd to pieces, 4 
And ſcatter d o'er the Field, yet ſhould ] bleſs 3 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Honor. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
Doubt not, my noble Father, but ev'n yet 
A large Remain of Glory is behind. 
When civil Diſcord ſhall be reconcil'd, 2 
And all the Noiſe of Faction huſh'd to Peace, : 2 
: 
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Rough Greece, alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian Name with Softneſs. 


Atbens and Sparta wondring, ſhall behold us, 


Strict 
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Strict in our Diſcipline, undaunted, patient 
Of War's ſtern Toil, and dread our hoſtile Virtue. 
Thoſe ſtubborn Commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious Monarchs of the Eaſt, 
Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of Cyrus. 
And when with Laurels cover'd we return, 
My Love ſhall meet, and ſmiling bleſs our Triumph, 
While at her Feet I lay the Scepters of the World, 
 _MEMNON. 
Oh glorious Theme! By Heav'n it fires my Age, 
And kindles Youth again in my cold Veins. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Ha! Mirza and the Queen! retire, my Fair ; 
Ungentle Hate and brawling Rage ſhall not 
Diſturb the Peace, to which; this happy Day 
Is doubly ſacred. Forward, to the Altar. 
[Exeunt Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, Memnon, 
and Attendants. 


Enter at the other Door, QUE tn, Mirza, and 
Attendants. 


MIRZ A. 
All are diſpos'd, and Fate but waits our Orders 


For a deciding Blow. 
DUEEN. 


Your Caution was 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 
Too raſhly with a Secret of this Nature: 
The Youth, tho? great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaſtic Rules of Honor, 
Would hefitate at ſuch an AR as this, 
Tho" future Empire ſhould depend upon it. 
MIRZ 4. 

When Time ſhall add experience to that Knowledge, 

With which his early Youth is richly fraught, £2463 
e 
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He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe 
A Crown for notionary Principles. 
Honor is the unthinking Soldier's Boaſt, 
Whoſe dull Head cannot reach thoſe finer Arts, 
By which Mankind 1 is govern'd. 
DUEEN. 
And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great, 
And makes the Crowd adore 'em. 
 MIRZ A. 
Your Son ſhall reap 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt : 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finifh'd, 
Muſt with the Prince retire; our Foes when ſeiz'd, 
Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur'd, 
Till you difpole their Fate. 
2UEFN. 
The Rites attend us ; [Solemn Muſick is heard. 
This Day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. | E 
MIRZ A. : 
Lend vs, ye Gods, your 'Temples but this Day, 4 
You fhall be paid with Ages of Devotion, 
And after this for ever undiſturb'd, 
Krood o'er your ſmoaking Altars. 1 
FRE _—_ Mirza, and n 3 


—— 
= 


The Ambitions Step- Mother. 63 


4 — — — — 


£0 2.8 ©: 


The Scene opening, ſhews the Altar of the Sun, Macas, 
and ſeveral other Prieſts attending. Solemn Muſic is 
heard: then enter on one fide MEMNvON, AkTaxtERxEs, 
AmMEsTRISs, and Attendants; on the other fide the 
Quuen, Mraxa, ArTABAN, CLgONE, CLEan- 
HES, and Attendants: they all bow towards the Altar, 
and then range themſelves on each fide of the Stage, while 
the following Hymn is perform'd in Parts, and Chorus 
by the Prieſts. 


HYMN o 2he Sun, by W. Snrppen, E; 


ATL, Light, that doubly glads our Sphere, 
1 Ghry and Triumph of the Fear 
Hail, Feſtival, for ever bleft, 
By the adbring raviſh'd Faſt! 


Hail, Mithras, mighty Deity ! 

For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sta, 
From thee their Origin derive, 

Motion and Form from thee receive. 


When Matter yet unacted lay, 

No fooner thou infus d ft thy Ray, 
But the dull Maſs its Power obey 
But an harmonious World wwas made. 


Which ſtill, auben thou «withdraw'f thy Beams, 
An undiftinguiſh'd Chaos ſeems ; 

For what are Objects without Sight ? 

Or Fifen when invelu'd in Night ? 


Night 
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Night is an univerſal Grave, 
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Where things but doubtful Beings have, 


Till them thy Beams illuminate, 


And, as it were, again create. 


Chorus, &c. 
Hail, Source of immaterial Fire, 


That ne'er began, can ne'er expire ; 
Whoſe Orb, with ſtreaming Glories fraught, 
Daxles the Ken of human Thought ! 


All the dependant Spheres above, 


By thy Direction ſhine and move : 


All purer Beings here below, 


| From thy immediate efſence flow. 


What is the Soul of Man, but Light, 


Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height ? 
What but an Intellectual Beam? 


A Spark of thy immortal Flame ? 


For as thou rul'ft with gladſome Rays 
The greater World, fo this the Its; 
And like thy own diffuſive Soul, 

Shoots Life and Vigor tbro the Whole. 


Since then from Thee at firſt it came, 
To thee, tho" clogg d, it points its Flame; 
And conſcious of ſuperior Birth, 
Deſpiſes this unkindred Earth. 

CO Wc. * 


b Hail, Oroſmades, Pow? r | Divine [4 


Permit us to approach thy ſhrine; 
Permit thy Votaries to raiſe 


Their grateful Voices to thy Praife. 
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Deu art the Father of our Kings, | 
The Stem whence their high Lineage ſprings; _. | 
The Sow'reign Lord that does maintain 
Their uncontroll d and boundleſs Reign. 


O then aſſiſt thy drooping Son, 

Who long has grac'd our Perſian Throne ! 
O may he yet extend his ſway! 

We yet Arfſaces* Rule obey ! 


Let thy Vitality impart 
New Spirits to his fainting Heart ; 
Let him, like thee (from whom he ſprung ) 


Be ever active, ever young. 


Chorus, &c, 


When the Muſick is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, &c. 
Queen, Artaban, Sc. go off as they enter d, ſeverally, 
only Mirza comes forward, and the Scene ſhuts ; he looks 
after Ameſtris going out, and then ſpeaks. 


MIRZ A. 


What means this foreign Warmth within my Breaſt ? 
Is this a time for any Thought but Vengeance? 
That fatal Beauty dazles my weak Senſe, 

And blaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 

My Eyes in Contradiction to my Purpoſe, 

Still bent to her, and drunk the Poiſon in ; 
While I ſtood ſtupid in ſuſpenſe of Thought, 
And now like Oil my flaming Spirits blaze; 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ſcorch'd, 
And I amall one Fury. Feeble Mirza! 

Canſt thou give way to Dotage, and become 
The Jeſt of Fools? No! 'tis impoſſible: 
Revenge ſhall rouze, and with her Iron Whips 


Laſh 
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Laſh forth this lazy Ague from my Blood, 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, Stateſman, 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, 
hd ſummon all thy Counſels to their Aid, 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo'not be: Ameſtris 
Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts, 
The Maſter-piece of Nature. The Boy God 
Laughs at my Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly. 

[ 4 tumultuous Noiſe is heard. 
Ha! by the Gods 'tis doing! Now, my Stars, 
Be kind, and make me Maſter of my Wiſh at once. 


Enter Macas, 


But ſee, the Prieft—Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble ? 
Have we ſucceeded? ſay ; and eaſe my Fears. 


M AGAS. 
My Soul is pierc'd with Horror ! Every God 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance, 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rous Roof 
Nods at the Profanation. 
MIRZ 4. 
HhHaſe and fearful! 
How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monfters ? 
Canſt thou, who wouldit be great, be ſuperſtitious? 
But tis the Coward's Vice. Say, are our Enemies ſecur'd? |? 
MAGAS. 4 
They are; the Prince, old Memnon, and his Daughter 9 
Are in Orchanes hands, only Tigranes I 
With ſome of leſſer Note are fled. 
MIR2ZA. 
No matter : 
Theſe are the Sonl, the reſt a lifeleſs Maſs, 
Not worth our Apprehenſion. 
MAGAS. 
Will you ſtay, 
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To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage? 
MIX Z A. 
I will: Thou may'ſ retire, and ſummon back 
Thy ſcatter d Spirits: Let not the Crowd fee 
Thy Fears; twill make thee vile and cheap among em. 
[Exit Magas. 


Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameſtris, Priſoners, 
Orchanes and Guards. 


ARTAXERXES. 

Slave! Villain! Anſwer, ſay how haſt thou dar'd 

To do this Infolence? 
ORCHANES. 
I know my Orders, 
Which from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiv 'd, 
Who will avow her own Authority. 
ARTAXERXNES. 

Ha ! from the Queen? She durſt not, tis impoſlible ! 
'Tis Sacrilege ! *tis Treafon ! 'tis Damnation! 
Am I not Artaxerxes? Born to Empire, | 
The next Degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun! 
That roll' above, the Object of our Worſhip, 
Canſt thou behold, and not avenge thy Race? 
Thy injur'd Race? If I could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy great Original, 
Let me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave. 
If not, why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 
So much below me, that they hardly ſhare 
The common Privelege of Kind; but are 
As Beaſts to Men —— 

77 MEMNON. 

See where the Maſter Villain ftands! Unmov'd 
And harden'd in Impiety, he laughs 
At the fictitious Juſtice of the Gods, 
And thinks their Thunder has aot Wings to reach _ 
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But know, the Joy thy Triumph brings is ſhort: 
My Fate (if the Gods govern) or at leaſt 
My Mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy Malice. 
MIX Z A. 
Dull valiant Fool, thy Ruin is the leaſt, 
The moſt ignoble Triumph of my Wit. 
Cleander's Blood as ks for ſubſtantial Vengeance, 
And when the Thought that labors in my Breaſt 
Appears in Action, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 
Why I remain to view thy hated Face, 
That blaſts me with its Preſence ; thou ſhalt know it, 
And curſe thyſelf, curſe the ill-omen'd Day 
That gave thee Birth; renouncing all the Gods, 
Thyſelf of them renounc'd, ſhalt fink to Hell 
In bittereſt Pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 
, MEMNON. 
Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly'ſt! The utmoſt Force 
Of all thy ſtudy d Malice cannot move me: 
And if the Gods in trial of my Virtue, 
Can yield my Life up to thy Hangman's Mercy, 
I'll ſhew thee with what eaſe the Brave and Honeſt 4 
Can put off Life, till thou ſhalt damn thy Arts, 4 
Thy wretched Arts, and Impotence of Malice. 2 
MIRZ A. 4 
Reſt well aſſur'd, thou ſhalt have cauſe to try | . 
Thy Philoſophic Force of paſſive Virtue. 1 
ARTAXERXES. 
O Death to Greatneſs | Can we fall ſo low, 
To be the laviſh Objects of his Mirth ? 
Shall my juſt Rage and violated Honor 
Play the Buffoon, and miniſter to Laughter ? 4 
Down, down, my ſwelling Heart, hide thy Reſentments, 
Nor proſtitute the rufled Majeſty | 4A 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, 
My Face ſhall learn to cover the Emotion 
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My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Ameſtris! 
My Love! my Royal Bride ! the Spoiler, Grief, 
Defaces every Feature: like the Deluge 
That raz'd the Beauties of the firſt Creation: 
I cannot bear it: Villains, give me way. 
[ He breaks from the Guards that hold him, and 
catches hold of Ameſtris. 
Oh! let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, 
And ftrive to hide thy Sorrows from my fight: 
I cannot ſee thy Griefs ; and yet I want 
The Power to bring Relief. 
AMESTRIS. 
q Ah! No, my Prince; 
There are no Remedies for Ills like ours; 
My helpleſs Sex by Nature ſtands expos'd 
To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Fortune ; 
Defenceleſs in myſelf, you were my Refuge, 
You are my Lord; to whom ſhould I complain, 
Since you cannot redreſs me? Were you not 
The Honor, Joy, and Safety of Ameſtris ? 
For you alone I liv'd, with you alone 
I could be happy; O my Artaxerxes / 
One Influence guides our conſenting Stars, 
And ſtill together we are bleſo'd or curs'd. 
MIRZ A. 

With a malignant Joy my Ears drink in 
Her each harmonious Accent, every Glance 
Goes to my Heart, and ſtirs alternate Motions 
Of Heat and Cold; a lazy Pleaſure now 
Thrills all my Veins, anon Deſire grows hot, 
And my old finews ſhrink before the Flame. [4/ide. 

ARTAXERXMNES. 

Go on, and charm me with thy Angel's Voice, 
Sooth and aſſwage the Fury in my Breaſt, 
That urges me to unbecoming Paſſion: 
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My Rage grows cool amidſt thy ſoft Complainings ; 
And tho thou talk 'ſt of Woes, "of Death, and Ruin, 
Tis Heaven to hear thee. 
AMESTRIS. 

Since this 1s all our wretched Conſolation, 
Let us indulge our Grief, till by long uſe 
It grows habitual, and we loſe the Pain. 
Here on the marble Pavement will we ſit, 
Thy Head upon my Breaſt; and if Remembrance 
Of cruel Wrongs ſhall vex thy noble Heart, 
The Murmur of my Sighs ſhall charm the Tumult, 
And Fate ſhall find us calm : Nor will the Gods, 
Who here inhabit and behold our Sufferings, 
Delay to end our Woes in Immortality. 

ARTAXERXES. 

Ha! fay'ſt thou? Gods! Yes certain there are Gods, 
To whom my-Youth with Reverence ſtill has bow'd, 
Whoſe Care and Providence are Virtue's Guard; 
Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great, 
And like themſelves, for miſerable Ends. 

MIRZA. _ 
Gods might behold her, and forget their willon. 
Aſide. 
But delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy Ear. * 
[Mirza whiſders Orchanes, and exit. 
MEMNON. 

My Children | you were ſtill my Joy and Happineſs 

Why am I made your Curſe ? This hated Head, 
To death devoted, has involv'd your Innocence 4 
In my Deſtruction. 3 
[Guard lay eld on Artaxerxes and ane, 
AMESTRIS. 
Alas! My Father 
ARTAXERRKES. 


Barbarous Dogs! What mean you? 
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ORCHANES. 

Convey the Lady to Lord Mirxa's Palace, | 
'Tis the Queen's Will ſhe ſhall be there confin'd. | 
? ARTAXERMNES. 

Thou canſt not mean ſo damn'd a Villany ! 
Thou dar'ſt not, ſhalt not part us: Fate cannot do it. 
3 . MEMNON. 
= Curſed Old-Age! why have I liv'd to ſee this? 

ORCHANES. 
Force 'em aſunder. 

ARTAXERXNES. 
= Hew off my Limbs, ye Dogs! I will not looſe em 
f Ich Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife! my lor d 
; Ameſtris — 
AMESTRIS, 

My Lord! my Hu band! —— 


; Z Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force 2 
= and Memnon off one away, and the other Party bears 
Ameſtris another. 


Re-enter Mi RZA. 


MIX Z A. 
This was moſt noble Miſchief! it ſtung home, 
l Twas Luxury of Vengeance — 'twas not ill 
To keep aloof: theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, 


And might have ſcratch'd : The Wiſe ſhou'd not allow 
TA Poſſibility to Fortune's Malice. 

1 ow to the reſt ; this Prince, this Husband, dies: 

| 1 o- morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. 

This Night let 'em deſpair, and ban, and rage, 

and to the wooden Deities within 

ell frantic Tales: my Hours ſhall paſs more pleaſingly 

f Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleafure. 

Love! what is Love? the Paſſion of a Boy, 

That ſpends his Time in Lazineſs and Sonnets: 


| Luſt 
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Luſt is the appetite of Man; and ſhall 

Be ſated, till it loath the cloying Banquet. 

The Wiſe are privileg'd by human Frailty 

To taſte theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell upon em; 

They marr and dull the Faculty of Thinking: 

One Night I ſafely may indulge in Riot, 

"Tis politic Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my Vengeance; 

I will grow young, and ſurfeit on her Charms, 

Her luſcious Sweets; then riſing from her Arms, 

The nauſeous, momentary Joy forget, 

And be myſelf again; again be Wiſe and Great. 
— | [ Exit Mirza, 
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Aer w. seENE I. 
The PALACE. 


Enter ARTABAN and CLEANTHE Ss, 


0 ARTABAN. 


I'S baſe and impious! Where are the Ties 
Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 
And public Faith be violated ? Tis an Injury 


That beards both Gods and Men, and dares their juſtice. 
CLE ANTHES. 

The fearful Crowd already take th' Alarm, 

Preak off their ſolemn Sports, their Songs and Dances, 

And wildly in tumultuous Concert join; 

Miſchief and Danger fit in ev'ry Face, 

And while they dread the Anger of the Gods, 

The Wiſe, who know th' Effects of popular Fury, 

From them expect that Vengeance which they fear. 


ARTABAN. 
The ſacred Power of Majeſty, which ſhould ; 


Forbid, owns and protects the Violence. | 
It muſt not, ſhall not be: Who ſteals a Crown 
By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily, 
CLEANTHES. © 
The Queen, your Mother, Sir, ſhe will expect 
You ſhould approve that Act her Power has done. 
ARTABAN. 
ll meet her as I ought, and ſhow myſelf 


| Worthy the noble Rivalſhip of Empire. 
. * 
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Enter the QUEEN, MIX ZA, and Attendants, 


VN UEE NN. 
My Son, I come to joy you of a Crown 
And Glory certain now ; your Fate at length 
Has maſter'd that malignant Influence 
With which it ſtruggled long: You are a King, 
The greateſt that our Eaftern World beholds ; 
And tho' my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grief, 
Yet for thy ſake, my Son, I j Joy to ſay, 
| Arſaces 18 no more. 
| ARTABAN. 
*T were vain and fooliſh © 
To mourn his Death with ceremonious Sorrow; 
For tho' he dy'd the greateſt of our Race, 
Yet ſince decaying Age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majeſty was loſt, 
"Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for Immortality, 
And leave the weary Body to enjoy 
An honourable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs : 
Peace to his Aſhes, and eternal Fame 
Dwell with his Memory ; while we who live 
Look back with Emulation on his Greatneſs, 
And with laborious Steps ſtrive to aſcend 
That Height where once he fat. 
DUEEN. | 
Thou haſt already 
= Attain'd the lofty Summit of his Glory ; 
i His Throne expects thee but to fit and fill it. 
[| > ARTABAN. 0 


On whom to place ſuch Greatneſs, they ſurround 
The glorious Prize with Toil and thorny Danger, 
And bid the Man who would be Great, dare greatly. 
Be it for dull Elder Brothers to poſleſs 

Without 


* 
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| | No, Madam, when the Gods chooſe worthy Subjeco 5 
| 5 
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Without deſerving; mine's a nobler Claim, 
Nor will I taſte the Godlike Joys of Power, 
Till Men and Gods with Juſtice ſhall confeſs 
'Tis barely the Reward of what 1 merit. 
 DBUEEN. 
What means my Sn? 
 ARTABAN. 
To wreſtle for a Crown. 
2UEEN. 
With what fantaſtic Shadow wouldft thou ſtrive? 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is fall'n; 
He lives indeed, but *tis to grace thy Triumph, 
4 And bow before thee; then be ſwept away 
Like the Remembrance of an idle Dream, 
Which tho' of Veſternight, is now forgotten. 


ARTABAN. h 

It grieves me much to ſay, my Royal Mother, 
J cannot take a Crown upon theſe Terms, 
Tho” even from your Hands: The conſcious Virtue 
That witneſſes within my Breaſt for Glory, | 
Points me to Greatneſs by the Paths of Honor, 
And urges me to do as a King ought, 
That would not wear his Purple as the Gift 
Of impious Treachery and baſe Deceit. 

2UEEN. 

Amazement turns my Senſes! Or I dream! 
For ſure thou canſt not mean fo poor a Folly. 
Haſt thou been bred in the wiſe Arts of Empire? 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power? 
And wouldft thou loſe the golden Opportunity 
With which thy Fortune courts thee, for a Notion ? 
An empty Sound of Virtue? A dry Maxim, 
Which Pedants have devis'd for Boys to canvas? 
Can my Son think ſo meanly ? Go, ſet free 
(Since Honor bid) this Lordly Elder Brother, 


E 2 Bow 
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Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleaſures, 

And live dependant on his ſcanty Penſion ; 

He may reward thy ſervile Loyalty, 

And make thee Ruler of ſome petty Province, 

In recompence of Royalty giv'n up. 
ARTABAN. 


No; (tho' I muſt confeſs I would not hold him 


Caught in a Villain's Snare, nor do a Murder 
Unworthy of a Hangman) yet to death 
J till defy him as my mortal Foe. 
And ſince my Father's Fate diſſolves that Truce, 
To which I ſtood engag'd, 'tis War again. 
Amidſt the ſteely Squadrons will I ſeek 
This haughty Brother, by his Friends ſurrounded, 
And back'd with all th' Advantage of his Birth ; 
Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, 
He falfly brands me for a bookiſh Coward, 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preference, 
Since Fate meant me the King. 
2 EE M. 

A Mother's Care is watchful for thy Safety, 
Elſe wert thou loſt, thou honourable Fool; 
Long might'ſt thou vainly hunt in bloody Fie' ds 
For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune 
Now reaches to thy Hands: In Battles with 
Uncertain Wings the wavering Goddels flies, 
And oſt with partial Hand beſtows her Favor 
On Fools and thick-skull'd Heroes; ſeize her now, 
While ſne is thine, or ſne is loſt for ever. 

ARTABAN. © 

No matter, let her fly; the Eagle Virtue 
Shall ſoar beyond her, and command her flight : 
Fortune 4s not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. 
Poſterity, that reads the Name of Artaban 
In the Records of Empire, ſhall not bluſh 
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To think I plotted with a knaviſh Prieſt, - 

The Scandal of his venerable Function, 

And Mark of the Gods Vengeance, to betray 

A Prince my Enemy ; as if being conſcious 

Of leſſer Worth, and of unequal Courage, 

I durſt not fairly ſtrive with him for Greatneſs. 

Let the abhorr'd and impious Treachery 

Obſcurely die unknown to future Ages; 

Or if our Shame muſt be deliver'd down, 

By all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, 

It ſhall not paſs without a Brand of Puniſhment. . 
2 U EE M. 

Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king it rarely! 

You mean to be renown'd for early Juſtice, 
And mark your oſtentatioùs Love of Virtue, 
Ev'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power: 
Perhaps we too ourſelf muſt be arraign'd 

Before your puny Bar, and feel your Ax; 
»Twill be a noble Subject for your Praiſe, 
And yield much matter to declaiming Flatterers. 
ARTABAN. 

You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature blinds me, 
And bids me ſee no Faults in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that dare 

2UEEN. 

May be immortal, 

For ought that thou canſt do to cauſe their Fate. 
Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favor, 
Which in precarious wiſe on me depending, 
Exiſts by my Concurrence to its Being? 
Miſtaken Youth! whoſe giddy Brain Ambition 
Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapors, turn'd ; 
Think'ſt thou that I, whoſe Soul was form'd for Sway, 
Would lay the golden Reins of Empire down ? 
Or truſt 'em to the Guidance of a Boy, 


E 3 Who 
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Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 

According to the Dictates of old Morals, 

His bearded Tutor gleans from muſty Authors ? 
#RTABAN. 

Nay then, tis time I ſhould exert myſelf ; 
And tho' you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 

And ſtampt the Mark of Greatneſs on my Soul) 
I claim my Right to Empire : may I fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any ſuperior Being but thoſe Gods, 
DUEEN. 
Thou rav'ſt, and haſt forgot me. 
o AARTABAN, 
| No, you are 
My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to obey ; 
On that Condition all the Sex's Privileges 
Are founded: the creating Hand has mix'd 
Softneſs and Beauty in your Compoſition, '3 
To charm and bend the Mind of Man, impatient 4 
Of the ignoble Pleaſure; you were made for 4 
The Weakneſs and Neceſſities of Nature: 4 
IIl are your feeble Souls for Greatneſs ſuited ; ] 
Deſire of Government is monſtrous in you. xi 
DUEFKFN. YJ 
IJ hhoy mighty Goddeſs, Nature] doſt thou hear 1 
l This Rebel Son? this inſolent Upbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Boſom ? 
To build whoſe future Greatneſs to the Skies, 
My anxious Soul has labor'd more than when 
T felt a Mother's Sorrow for his Birth: 
Ungrateful Boy! — 3 
Know, Fool! that vaunt'ſt thyſelf upon thy Manhood, MI 
The greateſt He that rougher Kind e'er had, = 
Muſt have confeſs d Woman's ſuperior Wit, y . 4 
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And own'd our Sex's juſt Prerogative. 

Did not a Mother's Fondneſs plead hard for thee, 

hy Head ſhould pay the Forfeit of thy Inſolence; 

Vor know, young King, that I am Fate in Perſia, 

And Life and Death depend upon my Pleaſure. 
ARTABAN. 


1 he World would be well govern'd, ſhould the Gods 


Depute their Providence to Women's Care, 
And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Empires. 
DUEEN. 

Yet thou art ſafe. Away, nor tempt me further, 
The Patience ev'n of Gods themſelves has Limits, 
Thoꝭ they with long forbearance view Man's Folly, 
Vet if thou ſtill perſiſt to dare my Power, 

Like them I may be urg'd to looſe my Vengeance, 
And tho? thou wert my Creature, frike thee dead. 
MIRZ 4. 

'Peſeech you, Sir, retire; the Queen your Mother, 
Labors with wiſeſt Foreſight for your Good, 

And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that Purpoſe. 
ARTAB AN. 

What is the Good of Greatneſs, but the Power J 
Madam, I leave you; my own innate Virtue 
Arms me againſt your Rage, unjuſt and impotent: 
Wait but the great Succeſs my Soul divines, 

And you will own your little juggling Arts 
Have only ſerv'd to obſtruct a while my Glory, 
And skreen this elder Brother from my Conqueſt. 
[” xeunt Artaban and Cleanthes. 
DUEEZEN. 

Some envious Pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Demon, 
Works underhand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 
And counterinines me with Domeſtic Jars. 
Malicious Chance! When all abroad was ſafe, 

15 ſtart an unſeen Danger from myſelf 


E 4 Mirza, 
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Mirza, didſt not thou mark the haughty Boy? 
With what afſuming Pride he own'd his daring, 
And claim'd Superiority of Power ? 
Oh can I live and bear to be controll'd ? 
To ſhare the Pleaſure of ſupreme Command 
With him or any one? Oh 4rtemi/a! 
Didſt thou diſdain Subjection to a Husband, 
The proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man, - 
And canſt thou yield t'a Boy, a Son, by Nature 
And grateful Duty to Obedience bound ? 
MIRZ A. 

Madam, let me intreat you, by the Gods, 
To calm your juſt Reſentments : Meddling Fortune, 
(Whoſe Malice labors to perplex the Wile) 
If not prevented, will unravel all 
Thoſe finer Arts, which we with Care have wove. 
The Prince led on by this pernicious Honor, 
May ſet the Pris'ners free; think, if that happen, 
To what a ſhock of Fate we ſtand expos'd. 

DUEEN. 

*Tis true; this fooliſh Honor ruins all. 
Ridiculous Notion ! as if Self-Intereſt 
Were not the firſt and nobleſt Law of Nature. 
Say then, wiſe Lord, and let thy ready Wit, 
Still preſent to itſelf, avert this Blow. 

MIRZ A. 

One Method, tho' ungentle, yet remains 
To remedy the Fears this Ill produces ; 
This Inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince, 
Ere he can gain the Means t'effe&t that Miſchief 
He meditates againſt himſelf and us : 
To- morrow, early as the Morning dawns, 
The Priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpatch'd, 
This raging Fit of Honor will relax, 
And give him Leiſure to conſider cooly 
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Th' Advantage of his Fortune. 
QUEEN. 6 9 
Vou have Reaſon; 


And tho! I fear his haughty Temper will 
But badly brook Conſinement, he muſt learn 
To bear it as he can ; perhaps 'twill bend him, 
And make his Youth more pliant to my Will. 
MIRZ A. 
Your Orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 
Each minute of the flying Hours is precious, 
DUEEN. 
The Eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us, 
He ſhall receive Inſtructions on the Inſtant. 
. [ Exeunt the Queen and Mirza ſeverally, 


D 
MIR Z A's Palace. 


Enter C LEONE ina Man's Habit, with a Dark-Lanthorn, 
Be LIZ A following. 


CLEONE. 
E gentle Powers, who view our Cares with Pity, « 
Lend your Compaſſion to the poor Ameſtris. 
Oh my Be/iza! was not thy Soul wounded, 
To hear (when now we paſt by her Apartment) 
The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings? 
By Heav'n, my aking Heart bleeds for her Sufferings. 
| BE LIZ A. 
Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt Pangs of Woe; 
And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 
Her Grief would deeply ſink into my Soul. 
Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand Dangers? 
| E 5 Your 
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Your Father's and the furious Queen's Reſentments? 
The cruel Guards, and all thoſe. fatal Accidents, 
Which. in the Horror of this dreadful Night 
Might ſhake the Reſolution of a Man? 
Do. 
Prithee no more; thou know'ſt I am reſolv'd, 
And all thy kind Advice is urg'd in vain ; 
Thy fond miſtaking Fears preſent the Danger 
More dreadful than it is: This Maſter-key 
Admits me thro” that Paſſage to the Temple, 
By which the Guards, who ſeiz'd th' unhappy Prince 
This Morning, enter d; that of all the reſt 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Aſſiſted by the friendly, Veil of Night, 
We may conduct him thrô' my Father's Palace 
In ſafety to the Street; there undiflinguiſh'd 
Amongſt the buſy diſcontented Crawd, 
That ſwarm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire ; 
Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen e'er, know 
The pious Fraud my Love was guilty of. 
BELIZ A. 

Yet ftill I fear —— , 3 

CLEONE. : 
No more, retire and leave me ; ö 

My drooping Heart fits lighter than it's wont, | 1 


* 
ES 


And chrertully preſages good Succeſs. 
BELIZA, 
Where ſhall I. wait you? 
CLEONE. 
At my own Apartment, 4 
BELIZ A. - i 
The mighty Gads protect. you. "A 
CLONE 7 
Softly: N | v 
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What Noiſe was that?—- The Creature of my Fears. 
In vain, fond Maid, wouldſt thou belye thy Sex, 
Thy coward Soul confeſſes thee a Woman, 
A fooliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going? 
To fave my Godlike Hero. Oh my Heart! 
It pants and trembles ; ſure tis Joy, not Fear: 
The Thought has giv'n me Courage; I ſhall ſave him, 
That darling of my Eyes. What if I fail? 
Then Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrows. 
[Shewing a Dagger. 
Why doſt thou ſhake, my Hand; and fear to graſp 
This Inſtrument of Fate? If I ſucceed, 
Yet Artaxerxes will not live for me ; 
And my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy Proſpect. 
If then there be that Lethe and Eliſium, 
Which Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark Stream 
My Soul, of life impatient, ſhall make haſte. 
One healing Draught my Quiet ſhall reſtore, 


Ard Love forgotten ne'er diſturb me more. 
[ Exit Cleone. 


th. 
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4 Night-Scene of the Temple of the Sun, 


Enter ARTax®rxrs and MEMNOR. 


ARTAXERXNES. 
TILL tis in vain! this idle Rage is vain ; k 
And yet, my ſwelling Paſſions will have way.» 
And rend my laboring Breaſt till they find vent. 1 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me TAL, 
Great like yourſelves, and as a King, to be- 4 
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Your ſacred Image? Was it but for this? 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, 
Like the falſe Obje& of miſtaken Worſhip ? 
Why rather was I not a peaſant Slave, 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 
And to my deſtin'd Load inur'd betimes ? ; 
MEMNON. 
The Malice of our Fate were not compleat, 
Had we not been by juſt degrees to Happineſs 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an Abyſs of Woes. Early Succeſs 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars; 
And when I ruſh'd amidſt the dreadful Battel, 
The weaker Genii of our Alan Monarchs 
Shrunk from the Force of a ſuperior Fate; 
O'er-match'd they fell, and by my Sword were ſwept 
Like common Beings from the glorious Field. 
Then was the day of j Joyous Triumph then, 
My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 
But now——what am I now? 0 damn'd Reverſe of 
Fortune 
Now, when my Age would be indulg di in eaſe, 
And joy in Pleaſure of my former Fame, 
Now I am curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 
My Foes Deriſion, and the Scorn of Cowards. 
ARTAXERXMNES. 
Oh Torture of my Soul! damn'd racking Thought 
Am not I too reſerv'd for ſervile Vaſſalage ? 
To be the Subject of a Boy's Command? 
A Boy by Nature ſet beneath my Sway, 
And born to be my Slave! Shall he triumph, 
And bid me live or die? Shall he diſpoſe 
His beardleſs Viſage to a ſcornful Smile, 
And tell me that his Pleaſure is my Fate? 
No; my diſdainſul Soul ſhall ſtruggle out, 
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And ſtart at once from its diſhonor'd Manſion. 
; MEMNON. 


Oh Royal Thought! Nor ſhall they keep back Death, 


Altho' its common Means be not in reach. 

Shall my old Soldier's Outfide rough and hardy, 

Scarr'd o'er with many an honorable Mark, 

Be cag'd for public Scorn? Shall a Dog tell me, 

Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 

My. Foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 

And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs ? | 

Shall I not rather choak, hold in my Breath, 

Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillar with my Brains ? 
ARTAXERXNES. 

Rage, or ſome God ſhall fave us from Diſhonor. 
But, Oh my Father! Can we take our flight, 
Tho' to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my Queen, my Bride, 
My Charmer, my Ameſtris? 

MEMNON. 


Speak not of her. 
ARTAXERXES. 


Not ſpeak? 


MEMNON. 
Nor think of her, if poſſible. 
| ARTAXERNES. 

Was ſhe not ſnatch'd, torn from my helpleſs Arms, 
Whilſt every God look'd on, and ſaw the Wrong, 
Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ftrove to rouze 
Their ſlow and ready Vengeance? Was ſhe not 
Forc'd from my panting Boſom (yet I live) 

Ev'n on our Bridal Day? Then, when our Flames 
Were kindly join'd, and made but one Defire? 


Then, when ſhe figh'd and gaz d, and bluſh'd and figh'd? 


When every Touch, when every Joy grew fiercer, 
And thoſe that were behind were more than mortal ? 


To 
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To loſe her then! Oh! 
And yet you bid me think of her no more. 
| MEMNON. 
I do; for the bare mention turns my Brain, 
And even now. I border upon Madneſs; 
So dreadful is. the very Apprehenſion 
Of what-may be. 
 ARTAXERXES. 
| Can we. make Thought go back ? 
Will it not tum again, cleave to our Breaſts, 
And urge Remembrance-till it ſting us home? 


Ha! — ghaſtly Scene is ſet before me; 


And as thou ſaidſt it runs me to Diſtraction: 
Behold: her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, 
Held vile, and treated like an alye&t Slave 
Helpleſs amidſt her cruel Foes ſhe ſtands, 
Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her Tears, 
And bids — call the Gods and me in vain. 
ME MN ON. 
Would. that were all. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Ha ! Whither wouldit thou drive me! 
 MEMNON. 
Did you like me conſider that Dog: Mirza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 
On Virtue which he hates, when in his Power. 
. ARTAXERXES. 
2 15 the work ? 
| ME MNO N. 
What my old faltring Tongue 
Tremhles to utter; goatiſh Luſt and 
ARTAXERXES. 


Hot" Ripe? if thens axe Code, 16 i impeſiitle. | 
MEMNON, 
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Oh! dreadful Image for a Father's Thought! ! 
To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaſt, 
The Joy of * and Comfort of his Age, 
Dragg'd by a Villain Slave, his ruthleſs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cell, 
A Scene for Horror fit, there to be blotted 
By his foul Luft, till Appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow favage firſt, let this old Hand 
That oft has bleſs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd ; 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my Foot, 
Io ſpare a Father's greater Shame and Sorrow. 
4 ARTAXERXES. 

A Father! What's a Father's Plague to mine? 

A Husband and a Lover! If it can be, 

If there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in ſtore, 

Transfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder 

Fall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Centre, 

Left if I ſhould ſurvive my ruin'd Honor 
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And injur'd Love, I ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, 


Run banning and blaſpheming thro' the World, 
And with my Execrations fright your Worſhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 


Enter CLE ONE with à dark Lanthorn and Key. 


CLEONE. 
This Way the echoing Accents ſeem to come: 

FF Sure tis the wretched Prince! Oh can you hear him, 
And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods? 

: ARTAXERXES. 

This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits-well my Soul, 

Love, Sorrow, conſcious Worth, and I 

| Stir mad Confuſion in my lab'ring Breaſt 
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And I am all o'er Chaos. 
 CLEONE. 
| Is this, alas! 


The State of ai Perfia's Heir ? 

Not one poor Lamp to chear the diſmal Shade 
Of this huge holy Dungeon ! Slaves, Murderers, 
Villains that Croſſes wait for, are not us'd thus: 
I'll ſkew myſelf. 


Artaxerxes and Memnon, 
MEMNON. 
Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? 
ARTAXERXNES. 
Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it welcome, 
It brings an end of Wretchedneſs. 
| CLEONE. 
Speak lower ; 
T am a Friend: long live Prince A4rtaxerxes. 
| ARTAXERXES. 
What Wretch art thou, that hail'ſt me with a Curſe ? 
Come from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, 
And if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it boldly : 
We wiſh to die. 
CLEONE. 
Think better of my Errand ; 
I bring you Bleſſings, Liberty, and Life, 
And come the Miniſter of happier Fate. 
Turns the Light on herſelf. 
Now . my Blood, down to my trembling Heart, 
Nor ſparkle in my Viſage to betray me. [ Afide, 
| ARTAXERXNES, 
Hal as I live, a Boy! a bluſhing Boy! 
Thou wert not form'd ſure for a Murderer's Office; 
et PE RGOne thou art, 


[ She turns the Light, and comes toward: 
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Rather, ſuſpect this feigning Boy his Inſtrument, 
ö In Miſery; perhaps ſome happy Accident, 


The utmoſt Malice of his Hate while here, 
This ſets his wicked Wit at work to draw us 


Forth from this holy Place; much better be 
The Pris'ners of the Gods, than wear his Fetters. 


| Unfortunate Suſpicion ! What ſhall I fay 
Io urge em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve 
My wretched ſelf unknown? [ Aſide. 
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CLEONE. 
Oh ſeek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
Which known, imports you not. I am a Youth 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life, 
But this that puts it in my Power to fave 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow thro' the Mazes that I tread, \ 
Until you find your Safety. 
ARTAXERXES.' 
Thus forbidding, 
Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t' enquire: Are then the Guards, 
That when the Day went down, with ſtricteſt Watch 
Obſerv'd the Temple Gates, remov'd or fled? 
CLEONE. 
They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd 
Keep every Paſſage ; only one remains 


Thro' Mirza's Palace, open to your Flight. 


MEMNON. 
Ha! Mirza! there's Damnation in his Name, 


Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it; 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 


From him? or ought that has an Intereſt in him? 
To plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, 


As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from 


CLEONE. | 


> — —— 


ARTAX- 
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ARTAXERXNES. 
| Surely that Face 
Was not deſign'd to hide diſſembled Malice: 
Say, Youth, art thou of Mirza's Houſe (as ſure thou muſt, 
If thou pretend'ſt to lead us that Way forth) 
And canſt thou be a friend to Artaxerxes, 
Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, 
With moſt opprobrious Injuries has loaded? 
CLEONE. 

Tho' I am his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd 

His Hate. Shall I confeſs and own my Shame? 


Oh Heavens! | [ Afide, 
MEMNON. 


Mark, th' unready Traitor ftammers; 
Half-bred and of the mungrel Strain of Miſchief, 
He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
His deep-defigning Lord had better plotted. 
Away! thinks he ſo poorly of our Wit, 
To gull us with a Novice? If our Fate 
Ha's giv'n us up, and mark'd us for Deſtruction, 
Tell him, we are reſolv'd to meet it here, 
CLEONE. 
Ver hear me, Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent 
By Mirza, to enſnare you, know I ſerve 
(Oh Gods! to what am I reduc'd!) [ 4fde. J——ts Þ7 
| Daughter : | 
Some God compafionate of your Woes has ſtirr d 
A Woman's Pity in her ſofter Breaſt; 1 
And 'tis from her I come to give you Liberty. | 
I beg you to believe me. [She aweeft, 
ARIAXERNES. 
See, he weeps! 
MEMNON. . 
The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command, 
* now _ flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. h g 
ARTAXN 
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INTAXERAES. 
His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? I have ſeen the Maid, 


Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe fend thee to me? 


'Tis an unlikely Riddle. 
| MEMNON. 


Perhaps tis meant, 


4 That ſhe who ſhares his poiſonous Blood, ſhall ſhare 


The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and inure 


The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief, 


But thou her Inſtrument, be gone, and fay, 
The Fate of Princes is not ſport for Girls. 


CLEONE. 
Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 


3 And nought but Death remains: O that by that 


1 grieve, my Lord, to find your hard Sufpicion 
Debars me from preſerving your dear Life, 


I might perſuade him to believe and truſt me; 
And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him! 


( Afide. 


(Which not your own Ameſtris wiſhes more). 


: 
By her a mbitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, 
She vows revenge on me for ſlighted Beauty. 


1 To-morrow's Dawn (Oh! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. 


oh fly! let me conjure you, ſave yourſelf. 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhipp'd 


: A me of his chearful Beams for ever, 


Make me the wretched'it thing he fees while living, 
And after Death the loweſt of the Damn'd, 


If I have any Thought but for your Safety. 
ARTAXERAES. 


No, I have found the Malice of thy Miſtreſs ; 
Since I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proferr'd 


CLEONE. 
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C LEONE. 
My Lord, you do her moſt unmanly Wrong. 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ameſtris, | 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd you. 
Oh! ſpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin Fame. 
In Silence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your Virtues, 
Bleſs'd, you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd ; 
This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindly 
Th' officious Piety that would have fav'd you. 
Careleſs of an offended Father's Rage, 
For you alone concern'd, ſhe charg'd me guide you 
When midnight Sleep had*clos'd obſerving Eyes, 
Safe thro' her Father's Palace with this Key -— 
And if I met with any that durſt bar 
Your rem forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus 
[Stabs herſelf. 
ARTAXERMNES. [catching her as ſhe fall:.] 
What haſt thou done, raſh Boy? 
CLEONE, 
Giy'n you the laſt, 
And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 
I held your Life much dearer than my own.. 


MEMNON. 
Horrid Amazement chills my freezing Veins ! 
CLEONE. 


Let me conjure you with my lateſt Breath, 
Make haſte to ſeize the Means that may preſerve you; 
This Key, amidſt the Tumult of this Night, 


[Giving the Kg. 


Will open you a way thro' Mirza's Palace. 

May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight: 

And oh! when all your hopes of Love and Glory 
Are crown'd with juſt Succeſs, will you be good, 
And think with Pity on the loſt Clone? 


ARTAR 
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ARTAXERXES. 
Ten thouſand diſmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts, 
Oh! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, 


Thou moſt unhappy Fair-one? 
CLEONE. 


Spare my Shame, 
Nor call the Blood that flows to give me Peace, 
Back to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget 
Who was my Father? And remember only 
How much I wiſh'd I had deſerv'd your Friendſhip? 
Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and ſay, your Love? 
But 'twas not in my Fate. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
What ſhall I fay, 
To witgeſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 
But, Oh! why would thou give this fatal Inſtance ? 
Why haſt thou ftain'd me with thy Virgin Blood? 
I ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The Malice of thy Father, tho he ſeeks 
My Life and Crown ; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins; look up, and live, 
And thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 
' CLEONE. 
Oh charming Sounds! that gently lull my Soul 

To everlaſting Reſt; I ſwear 'tis more, 
More Joy to die thus bleſs'd, than to have liv'd 
A Monarch's Bride ; may every Blefling wait you 
In War and Peace, ſtill may you be the greateſt, 
The Favorite of the Gods, and Joy of Men 
I faint — Oh! let me lean upon your Arm — 

| [ She dies. 


ARTAXERXES. 
Hold up the Light, my Father: Ha! ſhe ſwoons! 
The iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 
And fee, like Lilies nipp'd with Froſt, they languiſh, 
ME M- 
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ME MN O N. 
My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 
And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt; 
Ill-fated Maid ! too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou drew'ſt thy Being ! Sure the Gods, 
Angry ere while, will be at length appeas'd 
With this egregious Victim: let us tempt 'em 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile. 
ARTAXERXNES. 
A Beam of Hope 
Strikes thro' my Soul, like the firſt infant Light 
That glanc'd upon the Chaos; if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours again : 
But Oh! whate'er Succeſs or Happineſs 
Attend my Life, ſtill fair unhappy Maid, 
Still ſhall thy Memory be my Grief and Honor. 
On one fix'd Day in each returning Year, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard Fate ſhall mourn, 
And with freſh Roſes crown thy Virgin Urn, 
Till in Ely/cum bleſs d, thy gentle Shade 
Shall own my Vows of Sorrow juſtly paid. { Exezt. 
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MIRXZ A“, Palace. 
| Enter MIR Z A, Maca 3, and Attendants with Lightt. 


„ MIX Z A. 


HO! You o'er-rate the Danger. « 
MAGAS. 
If TI do, 
We err in the Extremes, ſince you eſteem it 
As much too lightly; think you then tis nothing, | 
This horrid Jar of Tumult and Confuſion ? 1 
Heads white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience, 
Who yet remember all the different Changes 
A rolling Age produces, cannot call | 
Jo mind one Inſtance dreadful as this Night, | 
Infernal Diſcord hideous to behold, = 
S Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, | 
And ſends a Snake to every vulgar Breaſt. 
From ſeveral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm, 
Arm'd with the Inſtruments of haſty Rage, AF 
And in confus'd diſorderly Array | Þ 
Moſt formidable march: their differing Clamors, 7 
Together join'd, compoſe one deaf ning Sound; 4 
Arm! Arm! they cry, Religion is no more, | 
Our Gods are ſlighted, whom if we revenge not, ä | | 
Var, Peſtilence, and Famine will enſue, 1 
And univerſal Ruin ſwallow all. x 


MIR Z A. 
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MIRZ A. 
. ACrew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves, 
| With eaſe ſtirr d up to Mutiny, and quell'd 
1 With the ſame eaſe, with like Expreſſions ſhew 
1 Their Joy or Anger, both are Noiſe and Tumult. 
And ſtill, when Holidays make Labor ceaſe, 
They meet and ſhout: do theſe deſerve our Fears? 
MAGAS. 
Mot certainly they may ; if we conſider 
Each Circumſtance of Peril that concurs ; 
Tigranes, with the reſt that 'ſcap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wrongs 
Which with the Gods their Prince and Memnon ſuffer. 
| MIR ZA. 
Nor need we fear ey'n that, ſafe in the Aid 
And Number of our Friends, who treble theirs : 
For this mad Rout that hum and ſwarm together, 
For want of ſomewhat to employ their Folly, 
Indulge 'em in their Fancy for Religion. 
Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
| Shall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred Fire, 
And all our golden Gods ; let their Friends judge 
If fill they look not kindly as of old: 
| 'Tis a moſt apt Amuſement for a Crowd, 
® They'll gaze and gather round the gaudy Shew, 
And quite forget the Thoughts of crab 


A Guard ſhall wait you. 
| MAGAS. 

| Why go not you too with us ? 
1 | They hold your Wiſdom in moſt high regard, 
| And will be greatly ſway'd by your Perſuaſion; 

| Th' occaſion is well worth your Care and Preſence. 
| I RZ A. 
Oh! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my Friend, 


My Hours this Night are, deſtin'd to a Task ö 
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Of more import, than are the Fates of Millions 
Such groveling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 
Is immature, nor worth your preſent Knowledge: 
To-morrow that and all my Breaſt is yours. 
J muſt not, dare not truſt him with my Weakneſs, 
"Twill mark me for his Scorn ; 'tis yet ſome Wiſdom, ( 
If we muſt needs be Fools, to hide our Folly. [ Aſide. 
MAGAS. 

He means the Pris'ners Death ; let him engroſs - 
The People's Hate, monopolize Damnation, 
I will be ſafely ignorant of Miſchief. [Aſide. 
Hereafter when your Wiſdom ſhall think fit 
To ſhare thoſe Thoughts, and truſt 'em with your Friend, 
I ſhall be pleas'd to know; this inſtant Hour, 
My Cares are all employ'd on my own Frorince, 
Which haſtes me hence. 

MIX Z A. 
May all your Gods aſſiſt you. 


—_ 1 = * 


s e EN E u. 
An Apartment inMizza's Palace. 


Enter AMESTRIs, 


 AMESTRTIS. 
WILL ye not hear, ye ever-gracious Gods ? 
(Since ſure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, 

But only try the Strength of our frail Virtue.) 

Are not my Sorrows full ? can ought be added ? 
My Royal Lord, and Father! yet dear Names 

In which my all of Happineſs was ſumm'd, 

What have the Miniſters of Fate done with you? 
Vor. IJ. F Are 
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Are you hot dead? Too ſure! That's paſt a doubt; 
O Memon! Oh my Prince ! My Father! Oh my Husband ! 


Enter MIR za 


8 NIX Z 4. 

Such Juno was (except alone thoſe Tears) 
When, upon Ha's Top, ſhe charm'd the God, 
That long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 

Made him forget the Buſineſs of the World, 
And lay aſide his Providence, t” employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. 
And ſure twas worth the while; had I been e, 
So had I too been pleas'd to be deceiv'd 
Into immortal Joys. O ceaſe thy Tears! 
AMESTRIS. 

Give 'em me back, or if the Grave and thou 
Reſtore to none, Oh join my Fate to theirs ! 
Shut us together in ſome ſilent Vault, 
Where I may ſit and weep till Death's kind Hand 
Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 
And huſh my Sorrows in eternal Slumber. 


MIRZ A. 


In pity to your Form aſſwage thoſe Tears, = 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane ; nor let your Breaſt = , 
Harbor a Fear: I wage not War with Fair-ones; 
But wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you; = 
Let Joy, the Native of your Soul, return, s 
And Love's gay God fit ſmiling in your Eyes, - 
As erſt he did; I wiſh. you. wondrous well, _ 
And would fo fully :ecompence the Loſs . 
Vou fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, Ir 
Yourſelf ſhould on your Fortunes are well chang d. N 

00 4. 
AMESTRIS. | 
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AMESTRTIS. . | 
Oh impious Comforter! talk'ſt thou of Joy, 
When Nature dictates only Death and Horror? 
Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate, 
And give me back the precious Lives I've loſt ? 
What nam*ft thou Recompence? Can ought atone 
For Blood? A Father's and a Husband's Blood? 
Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 
When having ſlain the Shepherd, ſmear'd with Gore, 
He leaps amidſt the helpleſs bleating Flock. 
MIX ZA. 
Away with this Perverſeneſs of thy Sex, 
Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and Sobbings; 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And to thy wiſh I will indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all th' imagin'd Splendor of the Gods 
Shall match thy Pomp, ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine, 
The Boaſt and Glory of our Aan World; 
Nor ſhall one ſhe of all thy tow'ring Sex 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power. 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place ſupreme, 
AMESTRES. * 
There is but one, one only thing, to think on, 
My murder 'd Lord, and his dark gaping Grave, 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
MIRZ A. 
Oh liſten, gentle Maid, while I impart 
A Story of ſuch ſoftneſs to thy Ear, 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
May with its Influence haſh thy ſtormy Griefs. 
AMESTRIS. 
Be gone; and if thou bear'ſt one Thought of Pity 
In that hard Breaſt, Oh leave me to myſelf, 
Nor by thy Preſence, hideous to my Soul, 
And horrid Conſolations, ſtrive to add 
"0M To 


Who art the Plague and Scourge of Human Kind, 
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To my full Woes, that ſwell'd without thy help, 


Already riſe and bubble o'er the Margin. 


MIX Z A. 
What if I talk'd of Love? 
AMESTRIS. 
Of Love? Oh Monſter! 
NIR Z A. 
If Love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair Frame, 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky; 
That ſparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerable 
And fo art thou and I, ſince Love made all; 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms - 
In friendly League, and bid em be a World. 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to blaſpheme 
Thy great Creator; thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar Service ; thy bright Eyes, 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy riſing ſnowy Boſom, 
Thy every Part was made to furniſh Joy, 
Ev'n to a riotous Exceſs of Happinefs : 
Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charme, 
And take my Wealth, my Honor, Pow r, take all, 
All, all for Recompence. 
AMESTRIS. 

Execrable Wretch ! | 
Thus, is it thus thou wouldſt aflwage my Sorrows ? | 
When thy inhuman bloody Cruelty, 1 
Now with redoubling Pangs cleaves my poor Heart, l 
Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter 
To proffer impious Love? Accurſed Fiend ! | 
Horror and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury; * = 
Still with my echoing Cries I will purſue thee, 
And halloo Vengeance in thy guilty Ears ; 8 
Vengeance for Murder! for my Prince's Murder ! | 
And for my poor old Father ! Think not, Villain, 


That | 
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That there is Peace for thee, whilſt I run mad | 
With raging Sorrow ; Vengeance, Vengeance waits thee, 
Great as my Woes !-- My dear, dear Artaxerxes! 


MIRZ A. 
I am not lucky at the gloſing Art 


Of catching Girls with Words, but 'tis no matter, 
Force is a ſure Reſort ; and when at laſt 

Fierce as a tow'ring Faulcon from her Height, 

I ſtoop to ſtrike the Prey, it is my own. LAlide. 
Obſtinate Fool, how dar'ſt thou croſs my wiſhes ? 

Since the ſame Hand that has aveng'd me well 

Upon my other Foes, commands thy Fate ; 

Tho' Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty 

Reach out her Hand to ſave thee, yet if urg'd, 
Revenge may till take place: think well on that. 


AMESTRIS. 
That, that is all the Mercy which I ask; 


Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood, 
And haſten me to Peace. My Woman's Heart 
Shall gather all its little Stock . of Courage 
To arm me for the Blow. Tho' Death be terrible, 
Ghaſtly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him; 
My better Life already is deſtroy'd, 
Imperfe& now and wanting half myſelf, 
I wander here in vain, and want thy Hand 
To guide and re-unite me to my Lord. 
MIRZ A. 
Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy Deſtiny, 
Matter of much import requires thy Life, 
And ſtill detains thee here: Come, I'll inſtruct thee, 
And put thee in the way of Fate's Deſign. 
5 [ Laying Hold on her. 
AMESTRTIS. 
Unhand me, Villain! 
NIX Z A. 
Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle. 
F 3 Nor 
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Nor frown, and look askew; fantaſtic Sex 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force you 
To your own Satis faction. 
A4MESTRIS.. 
Let me go, 
Abhorr'd, deteſted Monſter! Shall he brave you, | 
You awful Gods? Shall not your Lightning blaſt him ? 
MIR ZA. 

Oh no! Your Gods have Pleaſures of their own ; 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Fowe, 
Within whoſe Arms he revels, nor has leiſure 
To mind thy fogliſh Screaming. 

AMESTRTIS. 

Hear me now, ſweet Heaven 

Save me, ye Gods! Oh ſave me! ſave me! ſave me 
MIRZ A. | 
Come, come along h you ſee you ſtrive in vain. 
[Striving with her. 
AMESTRIS. 

Is there no hope of Aid from Gods or Men ? 

Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, 


And with my Pray'rs and Tears implore thy Pity, 
MIRZ A. 


Speale, for Enchantment dwells upon thy Tongue, 
And all the flutt'ring Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly on to the celeſtial Sound. 

| AMESTRIS. 

What ſhall I ſay to move him to Compaſſion ? 
Thus groveling, proſtrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my Virgin Ronor, 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable, 
Yet worſe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death: 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy Race. 
And let old Memnon's Name with me be lot. 


If Death be not enough, let me live wretched ; * 
| all 
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Pull off theſe Robes, and clothe me like a Slave, 
Then ſend me out to labor at ſome Village, 
Where I may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, 
Be hardly us'd, and want een Food and Ratment : 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty, ſhall change 
And make me loathſome as my Fellow-wre:ches., 
Oh! let my Rags claim this one Privilege, 
To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. 
MIRZ A. 
That Tongue which pleads makes all intreating vain, 
Thy every Motion, each complaining Accent 
Warms me afreſh, and urges new Deſire ; 
Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell ſhall fave thee ; 
J long to loſe my Age in thy Embraces, 
To bask amd wanton in thy warmer Sun, 
Till a new Youth ſhoot thro' me. 
AMESTRIS. 
Chaſte Diana, 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage - Bed, 
[Getting looſe from bin 
Thou Royal Juno, Oh protect thy Votary ! 
MIRZ A. 
My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and ſhrink, unequal to their Office. 
I pr'ythee yield, come, yield and be a Queen ; 
* @ [ Laying hold on ber aga:e, 
Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
Theſe fierce convulſive Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. 


IME STRIS. 
Oh never, never, never. 


A Cauſe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
To my laſt Gafp, to Death I will reſiſt, 


F4 NIX ZA. 
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8 NIX Z A. 
My coward Strength, doſt thou go back from Beauty ? 
a and deſerve the Pleaſure thou wouldſt taſte. 
AMESTRIS. | 
Unmanly Traitor ! — ſeize him, all ye Fiends. 
[in the flruggle oe draws his own Ponyard, and ſtabs him. 
MIRZ 4, [ falling.) 
Damnation! Oh my Heart! the curſed Steel 
Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 
AMESTRIS. 
There fink for ever; 


Nor riſe again to plague the wretched World. 
MIR Z A. 

My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly. 
Oh Idiot, Idiot! to be caught fo poor]y ! 
Where are thy ſine Arts now? Unravel'd all, 
Mangl'd and cut to pieces by a Girl! 
Oh Shame of Wiſdom! When Revenge was ſure, 
And Fate was in my Graſp, to loſe it all, 
Negle the noble Game, run out my Years 
On the purſuit of Joys I could not taſte 
My Memory muſt be the Jeſt of Boys. 

AMESTRIS. 
My boaſted Courage ſinks at ſight of Blood. 


. [Letting fall the Ponyard. 


Tho” ah ſhed, and 1 ord ſtiff with Horror. 


[Mirza attempting to riſe, falls again. 


| MIR Z A. 

It wo? not be! Life guſhes out amain, 
And I ſhall die without Revenge or Aid : 
What Noiſe is that without there? Help! 


[Trampling without. 


AMESTRIS. 


2 
I 
- 


* 

7 
* 
. 

"4 
So 


The Ambitious Step-Mother, 105 


tal ! AMESTRIS. 
Oh Heavens! 
What will become of me? 


Enter Ox c HAN ES Haſtihß. 


ORCHANES. 
My Lord! Where are you ? 
Bleeding! and on the Ground ! What wretched Accident ? 
Then Fate reſolves to make this Night compleat, 
Such as ſucceeding Horrors ne'er ſhall match. 
MIRZ A. 
Oh my Orchanes ] J am fall'n vilely, 
And this laſt part of Life will ſully all 
The Wiſdom and Renown of what is paſt. 
Methought thou talk'ſt of Horrors, ſpeak em boldly, 
And try if ought can add to this Confuſion. | 
ORCHANES. 
Prepare, my Lord, and ſummon all your Wiſdom, 
Your utmoſt conſtancy of Soul to hear ——— _. 
MIRZ A. 
No more! I cannot wait thy Preparation, 
Let the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. 
ORCHANES. 
Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead 
NIX Z A. 
My Daugbter 
Thy Words have met with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce ev'n thro' my Soul. Say, How? Where? 
Tell me! — 
I ORCHANES. 
As with a Guard I kept the Temple-Gates, 
I heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 
Loud as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 
Echoing their Rage thro? the vaſt ſounding Dome ; 
When on a ſudden ere the Night had gain d 


5 Four 
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Four Hours at moſt, the Noiſe was huth'd in Silence. 
Wond'ring, and curious cf the Cauſe, I enter'd, 
And found (Oh Grief to Sight!) your lovely Daughter 
Preſs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead, 
One Wound was on her Breaſt. Why ſhe was there, 
Or how, we know not; to compleat the III, 
* he Pris' ners both are fled. 
NIR Z 4. 
Fled! tis impoſſible. 
Ha! which way? whither ? how? they could not fly. 
AMESTRIS. 
0 wn. Turn of Joy! Are they not dead then? 


Ad. 
_ORCHANES. 
They could not ſcape the Guards; no other Paſſage 
Remain'd but yours, and even that was fall. 
Upon the Inſtant I beſet each Avenue 
Which to your Palace leads; happily as yet 
They are not paſs'd from thence. 


AMESTRIS. 
Guard 'em, ye Gods 
2 [ Afar, 
MIRZ A. 


Find 'em again, Orchanes, ere I die, 
Or I am more than doubly dama'd ; this Loſs 
Is worle than mine, worſe than my Daughter's death, 
Iis Death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune 


She took the moment when my Wiſdom nodded, 


And ruin'd me at once. O coating Fool! 

'Thoa Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman ! 
I ficken; Nature fails me: Oh Revenge! 

Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 

It ſhall; Orchanes, Drag that Traitreſs to me. 


AMESTRIS. 


Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe me, 


EF” Ard 
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And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, 
A Devil's Drudge in Miſchief. Save me from Death, 
Have pity on my Youth, Oh ſpare my Youth! 


[Orchanes ulli. Ameſtris down to Mirza» 


MIRZ A. 
Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down: 
Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, while I die childleſs ? 
No, to Cleone's Ghoſt thou art a Victim. 
O could I but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes 
J view thee now, I had been wiſe and ſafe ; 
That Face ſhall make no more Fools in this World, 
Down; bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 
And try if thou canſt charm among'it the Dead. 
Die, Witch; Enchantreſs, die. [ He flabs her. 
AMESTRIS. a 
Ah! Mercy, Heavens! 
MIRZ A. . 
I thank thee, Hand, at leaſt for this laſt Service. 
Now fly, Orchanes, haſte and tell the Queen, 
My lateſt Breath ſtays for her — Something I would 
[Exit Orchanes. 
Important to her Service — I breathe ſhort, 
Life ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 
I ſtrive in vain to hold it — Ha! what mean 
Theſe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight? 
'Tis Death, I feel it plain; the dreadful Change 
That Nature ftarts at. Death ! — Death! — What is 
Death? 
Tis a vaſt Diſquiſition, Prieſts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My Head turns round — I cannot form one Thought 
That pleaſes me about it.----Dying----mait reſolve me. 
| [Mirza dies. 
AMESTRIS. 
Oh my hard Fortune! muſt I die? die now, 
When 
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When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live? 
His dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Soul, 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd Houſe. 
Ha! ſure he's dead tis ſo, and now he flands 

[ Looking on Mirza. 
Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 
To anfwer to a long Account of Crimes ; 
Had I but Strength, perhaps my Fate may yet [Ring. 
Find out a Way*to ſave me. | 
My Love and Father make Life worth my Care, 
Alas! my Blood flows faſt; this way, I think. 
[Goes off faintly. 


Enter at the other fid: AxkraXERXES and MEMnoN, BW 
with @ Sword and Dark- Lanthorn. ? 


MEMNON. 
Ha! here are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, San. 
| ARTAXERXES. 

And fee, Blood and a Body on the Floor! 

What means this Scene of Death? What Wretch art 
thou ? 

Oh all ye juſter Powers! tis 2-25, fee, 
He ſeems now dead. 
| MEMNON. 

Damnation then is new to him, 
And if there be one deeper Pit of Sulphur, 
One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions, 
He as the moſt abandon'd Dog may claim it, 
And vie for Preference with Devils themſelves. 


Re-enter AMESTRIS. 


AMESTRIS. 
The Doors are guarded, Fate has clos'd me round. 


ARTAXERXES. 
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ARTAXERXES. 


Ha! art thou my Ameſftris ? 
MEMNON. 


Oh my Daughter! 


[They run to her. 
AMESTRIS. 


Are ve then come at laſt to bleſs my Eyes, 
Which could not cloſe without one parting View? 
O hold me, or I fink — 
MEMNON. 
Alas! my Child 
ARTAXERXNES. 
My cruel Fears! why art thou pale and faint? 
Ha, whence this Blood? Oh killing Spectacle 
AMESTRIS. 
Forth from my Heart the crimſon River flows, 
My laviſh Heart, that haſtily conſumes 
Its ſmall Remain of Life: Oh lay me gently 
On my laſt Bed the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 
Muſt ſhortly be the Place of my long Reft. 
MEMNON. 
What have we done? or, Oh! if we have fnn'd, 
What has thy Innocence done to merit this? 
AMESTRIS. 
That Villain Mirza - 
MEMNONXN. 
Ha! Say, what of him? 
AMESTRIS. 
Offer'd moſt brutal Outrage to my Honor. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Oh ye eternal Rulers of the World, 
Could you look on unmov'd? But fay, inſtruct me, 
That I may bow before the God that fav'd thee. .- 
| AMESTRIS. © 
Sure 'twas ſome chaſter Pow'r that made me bold; 
| And 
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And taught my trembling Hand to find the way 
With his own Ponyard to the Villain's Heart. 

| MEMNON. 

Thou art my Daughter ſtill! Oh noble Action 

That gives in Death an interval of Joy. 

: AMESTRIS. 

Juſt in that Hour of Fate a Villain enter'd, 

By whoſe Aſſiſtance the revengeful Mirxa 

Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him. 

ARTAXERXES. 
"Tis paſt, tis paſt; [ Lying down, 

And all thoſe Fires that lighted up my Soul, 
Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, 

And leave me dark and gloomy as the Grave. 
Oh thou ſoft dying Sweetneſs ! — ſhall I rage 
And curſe myſelf? Curſe ev'n the Gods? — Oh no; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath 
The Load that preſſes me; am ſunk to Earth, 
And ne'er ſhall riſe again: here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 

AMESTRIS. 
Alas ! my Lord, 

Fain would I ftrive to bid you not be ſad, 

Fain would I chear your Grief, but 'tis in vain : 

I know by my own Heart it is impoſlible ; 

For we have lov'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials! 

Are theſe the Joys of Brides? Indeed tis hard, 

*]is very hard to part; I cannot leave you; 

The agonizing Thought diſtrafts me; hold me, 

Oh hold me faſt, Death ſhall not tear me from you. 

ARTAXERXES. 
O could my Arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The Gods might lanch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treble to what I feel: 


With 
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With Joy I would endure it all to fave thee, a 
What ſhall I ſay? What ſhall I do to fave thee ? 
Grief ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Temper ; 
My manly Conſtaney and Royal Courage 
Run guſhing thro*' my Eyes: Oh my Ameftri: / 
AMESTRIS. 
And ſee my Father! his white Beard is wet 
With the {ad Dew. 
MEMNON, 

I try'd to man my Heart, 
But could not ſtand the Buffet of this Tempeſt, 
It tears me up — My Child ! Ha ! art thou dying? 
IME M RIS. 
Indeed I'm very fick, Oh hold me up! 
My Pain increaſes, and a cold damp Dew 
Hangs on my Face, Is there no help? no Eaſe? 
Have I your Arm, my Love? | 
A R T4 XERXES. | 

Thou haſt ; my Heart, 


r 
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Doſt thou yet th 
AMESTRIS. 
Say, will you not forget me, 
When J am laid to moulder in my Tomb? 
'Tis ſure you will not, ſtill there will be room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart; 
1 know you loy'd me truly. Now I faint. 
Oh, ſhield me, ſhield me from that ugly Phantom, 
The Cave of Death ! how dark and deep it is ! 
| tremble at the Sight —— tis hideous Horror! 
The Gloom grows o'er me—— Let me not lie there. 
[Ameſtris dies. 
ARTAXERXES. 
There Life gave way, and the lait roſy Breath 
Went in that Sigh. Death, like a brutal Victor, 
Already enter d, with rude haſte defaces = 
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The lovely Frame he as maſter d; ſee how ſoon 
Theſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luſtre? 
Stay, let me cloſe their Lids. Now for the reſt ; 
Old Memnon! Ha! Grief has transfix'd his Brain, 
And he ives me not! — Now what of thee? 
Think'ſt thou to live, thou Wretch? Think not of any 
thing ; | 
Thought is Damnation, tis the Plague of Devils 
To think on what they are. And ſee, this Weapon 
Shall ſhield me from it, plunge me in Forgetfulneſs, 
Ere the dire Scorpion, Thought, can rouze to ſting me. 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride: Ill Fortune 
5 [ Lying by her, 
Has done its worſt, and we ſhall part no more ; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, fince the Stars 
Together muſt receive us. [Stabs him/e/f. ) Oh well aim'd! 
How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death ! 
Of Death, the greateſt — ſureſt way to Peace. 
_ [Artaxerxes die. 
[Memnon fands looking on the Bodies ſome 
time, and then ſpeaks. 
MEMNON. | 
Yet will I gaze! Vet, tho' my Eyes grow ſtiff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble. Here's a Sight 
To bleſs a Father! Theſe, theſe were your Gifts, 
Ye bounteous Gods! You'll ſpare my Thanks for them. 
You gave me Being too, and ſpun me out 
To hoary Wretchednefs; away, twas Cruelty : 
Oh curſed, curſed, curſed fourſcore Years, 
Ye Heap of Hills, ye monſtrous Pile of Plagues! 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
That flow from their pale Boſoms, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view. em better — Nay, tis thus 
If thou art like thy Mother — She dy'd too —- 
Where is ſhe ? — Ha! that Dog, that Villain Mzrza, 
He 
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He bears her from me: Shall we not purſue? — 


The Whirl of Battle comes acroſs me, fly; 
Be gone; they ſhall not, dare not brave me thus; 


Hey, tis a glorious Sound! ruſh on, my Prince, 
We'll ſtart and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 
[ Runs off. 


Enter, on the other fide, Qu EEx, and Attendants 
with Lights. 


DOUEEN. 
Why am I ſummon'd with this Call of Death ? 
This is no common Ruin; Artaxerxes 
And Memnon's Daughter! Mirza, thou art fallen 
In pompous Slaughter: Could not all thy Arts, 
That dol'd about Deſtruction to our Enemies, 
Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, 
That with fantaſtic Pride, like buſy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once 
The Hand of Chance o'erturns, and looſely ſcatters! 
1 ATTENDANT. 
Oh diſmal Sight ! [ Looking, 
DUEEN. 
What is it frights thy Eyes? 
1 ATTENDANT. 
Old Mamnon's Body. 
DUEEN. 
l Tis a grateful Horror. 
1 ATTENDANT. 
Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſe lies 


Weltring in Gore, whilſt on the Marble Wall 
A dreadful Maſs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blocd 
Is ſmear'd in hideous Mixture. 


D2UEEN. 
Fierce Deſpair 


Has forc'd a way for the impetuous Soul. 


114 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
'Tis well, he is in peace — What means this Tumult; 
DDE [ Shout, clafhing of Sor, 
Enter an Officer, his Savard drawn. 
OFFICER. 
Fly, Madam, left your Perſon be not ſafe ; 1 
The Traitor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted | 


The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join hin, 
And now aſſiſted by the furious Rabble, | 


ooA A R804 Hoc 


On every ſide they charge thoſe few who keep 
This Palace and the Temple, with loud Outeries, 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pris'ners. 
Orchanes, ere I fied to give you notice, 
Fell by the Prince's hand ; the raging Torrent 
Bore down our weak Reſiſtance, and purſuing 
With furious Haſte, ev'n trod upon my Flight: 
This Inſtant brings em here. 

2UEEN. 

Let 'em come on, 
I cannot fear; this Storm is rais'd too late, 
I and ſecure of all I wiſh already. 
[Shout and claſbing of Swords again 


Enter ARTABAN, CLEANTHES, and Attendants, 
their Sewords drawn. 


ARTABAN. 

Then Virtue is in vain, fince baſe Deceit . 
And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty. 
Oh Nature! let me turn my Eyes away, 

Leſt I am blaſted by a Mother's fight. 
DUEEN. 

Ungrateful Rebel! Do thy impious Arms 

Purſue me for my too indulgent Fondneſs 


And Care for thee ? 

ARTABAN ; Hy 
Well has that Care been 1 12 
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The Ambitious Step- Mot ber. 115 
Have you not foully flain'd my facred Fame ? 
ook on that Scene of Blood; the dire EffeRts 
Of cruel Female Arts. But oh what Recompence ? 
= hat can you give me for my murder'd Love? 
Uas not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſels 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loſt Clone ? 
3) our bright Gods I ſwear, I will aſſert 
& The Majefty of manly Government, 
Nor wear again your Chains: Still as our Mother 
Be honor'd ; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confuſion 
Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunning. 
2UE ZM. 
Thou talk'> as if thy infant Hand could graſp, 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World ; 
But thou art young in Pow'r. Remember, Boy, 
hy Father, once the Hero of his Age, 
= Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway; 
he Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 
And found it was his Intereſt to obey. 
And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my Command? 


Doſt thou, the Creature of my forming Hand ? 
When I aſſert the Pow'r thou dar'ft invade, 


Like Heaven I will reſolve to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. | 
; [Excunt Queen and Attendants, 
ARTABAN. 

Let a Guard wait the Queen: Tho' Nature plead 
For Reverence to her Perſon, jealous Power 
Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious Wit. 
Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious Prieſt, Cleanthes ? 
8 /agas, that Wretch that proſtitutes our Gods? 
CLEANTHES. 
= Already he has met the Fate he merited; 
This Night the Hypocrite in grand Proceſſion 
Jr March'd 


116 The Ambitious Step- Mother. 


March'd thro* the City to appeaſe the People, 

And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpoſe : 

When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, 

'That ftarts at once, and ruffles all the Ocean, 

Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz'd the Crowd; 

At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd Revenge ; 
Then ſnatch'd and tore the trembling Prieſt to pieces, 
What was moſt ſtrange, no Injury was offer'd 


To any of the Brotherhood beſide, 


But all their Rage was ended in his Death : 
Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 
And in an Inſtant is ſerene and calm. 
_WMARTABAN. 
Oh my Cleanthes, do but caſt thy Thoughts 
Back on the recent Story of this Night; 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs 
The Gods are great and juſt. Well have you mark'd, 
Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation 
Of Sacrilege; of baſe and bloody Treachery. 
May this Example guide my future Sway : 
Let Honor, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, 
Ne'er let my Kingly Word be given in vain, 


But ever ſacred with my Foes remain. 


The Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt Command, 


On theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, | 
And guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. 


[ Exeunt omnt. 


E PILOGUE. 


5 
; 


8 KY 5 ,, a9 


o r 71 


- I 12 N 2 en = ES > . SIVE | oy o AS Mgs; CEE 2 
W rr rr . woo if. ccz it fro - Aa. 


4 I” 32% <4. 4 


20 


. Nm m 3 


£6 © 


ha 
- . _ . Ti A „ "7 PE b- * 4 \! ) — 
- #: 1 0 SS 4 . an) 2 N +4 U L 
lle Co EEG] LR I» 


E PILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs, BRACEO IRDLE, 


'T: HE Spleen and Vapors, and this doleful Play, 

Hawe mortify'd me to that Height to Day, 

That I am almoſt in the mortal Mind 

To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 

Know then, fince I reſolve in Peace to part, 

I mean to leave to one alone my Heart: 

(Laft Fawors will admit of no Partage, 

1 bar all Sharing, but upon the Stage) 

To one who can with one alone be bleft, 

The peaceful Monarch of a fingle Breaft : 

To one —— But ob ! how hard *twill be to find 

That Phenix in your fickle changing Kind! 

New Loves, new Intereſts. and Religions new, 

Still your fantaſtic Appetites purſue. 

Your fickly Fancies loath what you poſſeſs, 

Aud every reftieſs Fool would change his Place. 

= Some weary of their Peace and Quiet grown, 

Want to be boiſted up aleft, and ſhewn ; c 
Whilſt from the envy d Height, the Wiſe get ſafely down. 

We find your wawvering Temper to our Coft, 

Since all our Pains and Care. 10 pleaſe is loft. 

Mufic in vain ſupports with friendly Aid 

Her Sifter Poetry's declining Head: N 

= Show but a Mimic Ape, or French Buffoon, 

You to the other Houſe in Shoals are gone, 

Aud leave us here to tune our Crouds alone. 

S$ Mut Shakeſpear, Fletcher and /aborious Ben 

Be e fir Scaramouch and Harlequin? 


„ Ber $11 k,n G U E. 
Allow you are uncumſt amt, yet tit ftrange, 
For Senſe is flill the ſame, and ne er can change: 
Yet ev'n in that jon vary as the reſt, *© 
And every Day new Notiens are profeſ}. 
Nay there's a * Wit has found, as ] am told, 
New Ways te Heav'n, defpairing of the ald: 
He fevears he'll ſpoil the Clerk and Sexton's Trad, 
Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor Graves be made; 
The Hearſe and fix ns longer be in Faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expect Tranſlation. 
What think you of the. Project? I'm for trying, 
PII lay afide theſe fooliſh Thoughts of dying ; 
Preſerve my Youth and Vigor for the Stage, 
And be tranſlated in à good old Ape. 
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Magnus ad altum 
Fulminat Euphraten bello, victorgue volentes 


Per Populus dat jura, viamque affettat Olympo. | 
VI R. Georg. 4. 
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To the Right Honourable 


LI 


Lord Marquiſs of Hartington, 


(Now Duke of DE vONSHIRE.) 


8 1» LORD, 
F [ELD VERY Body is now ſo full of 


R284 Buſineſs, that things of this Kind, 
155 PRE which are generally taken for the 
SR Entertainment of leiſure Hours 
; only, look like Impertinence and 
Winterruption. I am fure it is a Reaſon why I 
Yought to beg Your Lordſhip's Pardon, for 
t roubling You with this Tragedy ; Not but 
That poetry has always been, and will flill be 
el Entertainment of all wiſe Men, that have 


TS, G any 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
any Delicacy in their Knowledge; Yet at ſo 
critical a Juncture as this is, I muſt confeſs 
I think Your Lordſhip ought to give entirely 
into thoſe Public Affairs, which at this time 
ſeem to Demand You. It is that happy 
Turn which Your Lordſhip has to Buſineſs, 
that right Underſtanding of your Country's 
Intereſt, and that conſtant Zeal to purſue it, 
that juſt Thinking, that ſtrong and perſuaſive 
Elocution, that firm and generous Reſolu- 
tion, which upon all Occaſions You have 
ſhewn in Parliaments ; and to add, that which 
is the crowning good Quality, Your Lord- 
ſhip's continual Adherence and unſhaken 
Loyalty to His preſent Majeſty, which make 
You at this Time ſo neceſſary to the Public, 
I muſt confeſs, (tho* there is no Part in 
Your Lordſhip's Character, but what the 
World ſhould be fond of) I cannot help 
Diſtinguiſhing the laſt Inſtance very particu. 
larly : It is doing (methinks) ſuch a Juſtice to 
Goodneſs, to Greatneſs, and to Right Rea- 
ſon, that Poſterity will believe there could be 
no Man of good Senſe, but what muſt have 
agreed with Your Lordſhip in it. When the 
next Age ſhall Read the Hiſtory of this, What 
Excuſe can they make for thoſe who did not 
Admire a Prince whoſe Life has been a Series 


of 


Epiſtle Deaicatory. 


of good Offices done to Mankind ? When 
they ſhall reckon up his Labors from the 
Battle of Seneff, to ſome Glorious Action, 
which ſhall be his Laſt (and which I therefore 
hope is very far remov'd from the Preſent 
Time) will they ever believe that he could 
have been too well belov'd, or too faithfully 
ſerv'd and defended? The great Things 
which he did before we had that immediate 
Intereſt in him, which we now happily have, 
are a noble and juſt Subject for Panegyric; 
but as Benefits done to others, can never 
touch us ſo ſenſibly as thoſe we receive our 
ſelves, tho* the Actions may be equally 
great; ſo, methinks, I can hardly have Pa- 
tience to run back to his having ſav'd his 
own Country, when I conſider he has ſince 
done the ſame for Us; Let that be ſufficient 
to us, for all we can ſay of him, or do for 
him. What Dangers and Difficulties has he 
not ſtruggled through, for the Honor and 
Safety of theſe Kingdoms? *Tis a common 
Praiſe, and what every one ſpeaks, to ſay, 
He has continually expos'd his Life for his 
People ; but there are ſome Things more 
particular in his Character, ſome Things 
rarely found amongſt the Policies of Princes; 
a Zeal for Religion, moderated by Reaſon, 
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without the Rage and Fire of Perſecution; 
a charitable Compaſſion for thoſe who cannot 
be convinc'd, and an unalterable Perſeverance 


in thoſe Principles of whoſe Truth he is ſatiſ⸗ 
fied; a Deſire of War for the ſake of Peace; 


and of Peace for the Good and Honor of | 


his Subjects equally with his own; a pious 
Care for compoſing Factions, tho* to foment 
them might make him Arbitrary ; and a 
generous Ambition that only aims at Power, 
to enable him to do good to all the reſt of 
the World. I might add here, that Invio- 


lable and Religious Obſervance of his Royal 
Word, which the beſt part of the Powers Þ 


of Europe have ſo frequently and ſo happily, 
for themſelves, depended upon in the greateſt 
Emergencies. But as this Virtue 1s generally 


reckon'd as no more than that common Ho- 
neſty, which the meaneſt Man would bluſh 
to be without, ſo it can hardly claim a Place 
amongſt the more particular Excellencies of 
a Great Prince. It were to be wiſh'd, in- 


deed, that the World were honeſt to ſuch a 
Degree, and that there were not that ſcanda- 


lous Defe& of common Morality. Certainly 


nothing can be more ſhocking to Humanity, 


to the Peace and Order of the World; no- 


thing can approach nearer to that ſavage ? 
State 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
State of Nature, in which every Man is to 
eat his Fellow if he can maſter him, than an 
| avow'd Liberty of breaking thro* all the 
moſt ſolemn Engagements of public Faith. 
'Tis ſomething that brands a Man with an 
Infamy, which nothing can extenuate or 
wipe out; he may proteſt and pretend to 
explain his Meaning, but the World has 
generally too much Indignation for the Af- 
front, to bear it at that eaſy rate. Miniſters 
and Secretaries of State may diſplay their 
own Parts in Memorials, with as much Pomp 
and Flouriſh as they pleaſe: I fancy the com- 
mon Anſwer upon ſuch Occaſions will always 
be, Lou have deceiv'd us groſly, and we 
neither can nor will truſt you any more. 
When this Vice comes amongſt Men of the 
I firſt Rank, it is the more ſhocking, and I 
could wiſh there were none ſuch, to whoſe 
Charge it might be laid, 

Some People (who do me a very great 
Honor in it) have fancy*d that in the Perſon 
Jof Tamerlane I have alluded to the greateſt 
Character of the preſent Age. I don't know, 
© whether I ought not to apprehend a great 
deal of Danger from avowing a Deſign like 
that. It may be a Task indeed worthy the 
; n Genius, which this, or any other 
0 G 3 Time 
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Time has produc'd. But therefore I ought 


not to ſtand the Shock of a Parallel, leſt it 


| ſhould be ſeen, to my Diſadvantage, how far 


the Hero has tranſcended the Poet's Thought, 
There are many Features, *tis true, in that 
great Man's Life, not unlike his Majeſty: 
His Courage, his Piety, his Moderation, 
his Juſtice, and his Fatherly Love of his 
People, but above all, his Hate of Tyranny 
and Oppreſſion, and his zealous Care for the 
common Good of Mankind, carry a large 
Refemblance of Him: Several Incidents are 


_ alike in their Stories; and there wants nothing 


to his Majeſty but ſuch a deciding Victory, 
as that by which Tamerlane gave Peace to 
the World. That is yet to come; but [ 
hope we may reaſonably expect it from the 
Unanimity of the preſent Parliament, and fo 
formidable a Force as that Unanmity wil 
give Life and Vigor to. 

If Your Lordſhip can find any Thing in 
this Poem like a Prince, who is fo juſtly 
the Object of Your Lordſhip's, and indeed 
of the World's Veneration, I perſuade myſclt 
it will prevail with You to forgive every 
thing elſe that You find amiſs. You wil 
excuſe the Faults in Writing, for the Good- 


nefs of the Intention. I hope too, Lend 
.or 
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Lordſhip will not be diſpleas'd, that I take 
this Opportunity of renewing the Honor 
which I formerly had, to be known to Your 
Lordſhip, and which gives me at once the 
Pleaſure of expreſſing thoſe Juſt and Dutiful 
Sentiments I have for his Majeſty, and that 
ſtrong Inclination which I have always had 
to be thought, 


My LORD, 


Your LORDS H1P's moſt obedient 


humble Servant, 


eU 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


Have laſted longer, or have higher flown, 
Than thoſe that tell the Fame by ancient Heroes won. 
With Pleaſure Rome, and great Auguſtus heard 
Arms and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bard; 
In ſpite of Time, the ſacred Story lives, 
And Cæſar and his Empire ſtill ſurvives. 
Like him, (tho much unequal to his Flame) 
Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme. 
High with the foremoſt Names in Arms he ſtood, 
Had fought, and ſuffer'd for his Country's Good, 
Yet ſought not Fame, but Peace, in Fields of Blood. 
Safe under him his happy People ſate, 
And griev'd at diſtance for their Neighbour's Fate. 
Whilſt with Succeſs a Turkiſh Monarch crown'd, 
Like ſpreading Flame deform'd the Nations round; 
With Sword and Fire be forc'd his impious way 
To Lawleſs Pow'r, and Univerſal Sway : 
Some abjef States for Fear the Tyrant join; 
Others for Gold their Liberties reſign, 
And wenal Princes fold their Right Divine. 
Till Heav'n, the growing Evil to redreſs, 
Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace. 
The Here rouz'd aſſerts the glorious Cauſe, 
And to the Field the chearful Soldier draws : 
Around in Crowds his valiant Leaders avait, 
Anxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate; 
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Well pleas'd, once more to venture on his fide, 
And prove that Faith again which had ſo oft been try d. 
The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 
Approve an Enterprize ſo Juſt, ſo Great; 
While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join d, 
Gains half the Praiſe of having ſav'd Mankind. 
Ewv'n in a Circle, where like this, the Fair 
Mere met, the bright Aſſembly did declare 
Their Houſe with one Conſent avere for the War. 
Each urg d her Lover to unſheath his Seword, 
And never ſpare a Man who broke his Word. 
Thus fir'd, the Brave on to the Danger preſs ; 
Their Arms were crown'd Abroad with juſt Succeſs, 
Ard bleſt at Home with Beauty and with Peace. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


TAMERLANE. Mr. Betterton. 
Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Verbruggen. 


Axalla, an Italian Prince, * Boot! 
and Favorite of Tamerlane. . , 


_— a 9 Prince, and a | Mr Prnvel. 
Stratocles, his Friend. Mr. Pack. 
Prince of Tanais, Kinſman and Ge- 
neral to Tamerlane. Mr. — 
Omar, a Tartar General. Mr. Freeman. 
Mirwvan, | Parthian Generals to Ta- Mr. Cory. 
Zama, merlane. Mr. Husband:, 
Hal, Favourite Eunuch to Bajazet. Mr. Baity. 
A Turkifs Derviſe. U. Arnold, 
WOMEN. 
Arpaſia, a Grecian Prineeſi. Mrs. Barry. 
Selima, Daughter of Baja tt. Ms. Bracegirdl, 
Parthian and Tartar Soldiers. 5 
Mutes belonging to Bajaxet. | 
Other Attendants. ; | 
SCENE, Tamerlanes Camp, near . 
goria in Galatia, 
1 
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ACT'1 SCENE 1. 


Before TAMERLANE'sS Tent. 


Enter the Prince of TAN AIS, Z AMA, and 
MIRVAN. 


Prince of TANATS. 
AIL to the Sun! from whoſe returning Light 
The chearful Soldier's Arms new Luſtre take, 
To deck the Pomp of Battle. O my Friends! 
Was ever ſuch a glorious Face of War? 
See, from this Height! how all Galatia's Plains 
With Nations numberleſs are cover'd o'er ; 
Who, like a Deluge, hide the Face of Earth, 
And leave no Object in the vaſt Horizon, 
But glitt ring Arme, and Skies. 
Z A M A. 
| Our A4/an World 
From this important Day expects a Lord, 
This Day they hope an end of all their Woes, 
Of Tyranny, of Bondage, and Oppreſſion, 
From our victorious Emp'ror, Tamer/ane. | 
| MIR7YA4\N, 


TAMERLANE. 


6 TAM ERLANE. 
MIRV AVN. 
Well has our holy Alba mark'd him out 
The Scourge of lawleſs Pride, and dire Ambition, 
The great Avenger of the groaning World. 
Well has he worn the ſacred Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous Sword: approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the Right'ous Warrior with Succeſs ; 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 
PRINCE. | 
No Luſt of Rule, the common Vice of Kings, 
No furious Zeal inſpir d by hot-brain'd Prieits, 
III hid beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 
E'er drew his temp'rate Courage to the Field : 
But to redreſs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 
To ſave the weak one from the ſtrong Oppreſſor, 
Is all his end of War; and when he draws 
The Sword to puniſh, like relenting Heav'n, 
He ſeems unwilling to deface his Kind. 
MIRFAN. 
80 rich his Soul in ev'ry virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him great by Birth, 
Yet all the Brave had ſought him for their Friend: 
The Chriſtian Prince Axalla, nicely bred 
In poliſh'd Arts of European Courts, 
For him forſakes his native ay, | 
And lives a happy Exile in his Service. 
PRINCE. 
Pleas'd with the gentle Manners of that Prince, 
Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his Friendſhip ; 
Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 
Z A M 4. 
Ere the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent, 


Unweary'd, thro' the num'rous Hoſt he paſt, 


Viewing 
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Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wiſe Princes 


TAMERLANE. 
Viewing with careful Eyes each ſev'ral Quarter; 
Whilſt — his Looks, as from Divinity, 
The Soldiers took Preſage, and cry'd, Lead on, 
Great Alba, and our Emperor, Lead on, 
To Victory, and Everlaſting Fame. 
MIRVAN. 
Hear you of Bajazet ? 3 
PRINCE. 
Late in the Evening 
A Slave of near Attendance on his Perſon, 
'Scap'd to our Camp: from him we learn'd the Tyrant 
With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares ; 
Some accidental Paſſion fires his Breaſt, 
(Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury: 
For five returning Suns, ſcarce was he ſeen 
By any the moſt favor'd of his Court, - 
But in laſcivious Eaſe among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd ; or elſe alone 
Ia ſullen mood fat meditating Plagues, 
And Ruin to the World, till yeſter Morn, 
Like Fire that lab'ring upwards rends the Earth, 
He burſt with Fury from his Tent, commanding 
All ſhould be ready for the Fight this Day. 
| Z A MA. 
I know his Temper well, ſince in his Court 
Companion of the brave Axalla's Embaſly, 
I oft obſerv'd him, proud, impatient 
Of ought Superior, ev'n of Heay*n that made him, 
Fond of falſe Glory, of the ſavage Pow'r 
Of ruling without Reaſon,” of Confounding 
Juſt and Unjuſt, by an unbounded Will; 
By whom Religion, Honor, all the Bands 
That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 
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134 TAMERLAN x. 
To draw their eaſy Neighbours to Deſtruction. 
MIRYFAN. 
Thrice, by our Law and Prophet, has he ſworn, 
By the World's Lord, and Maker, laſting Peace 
With our great Maſter, and his Royal Friend 
The Grecian Emperor ; as oft regardleſs 
Of plighted Faith, with moſt Un-kingly Baſeneſs, 
H'has ta'en the Advantage of their abſent Arms, 
Without a War proclaim'd, or Cauſe pretended, 
To waſte with Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields: 
Like ſome accurſed Fiend, who fcap'd from Hell, 
Poiſons the balmy Air thro* which he flies: 
He blaſts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 
The lab'ring Hind's beſt Hopes, and marks his Way 
with Ruin. 
PRINCE. 
But ſee ! his Fate, the mighty Tamer/ane 
Comes like the Proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 
To Judge, and to Redreſs. [ Flourih of Trumpets, 


Enter Tan ERLANE, Guards, and other Attendants, 


TAMERLANE. 
Yet, yet a little, and deſtructive Slaughter 

Shall rage around, and mar this beanteous Proſpect ; 
Paſs but an Hour, which ſtands betwixt the Lives 
Of Thouſands and Eternity: What Change 
Shall haſty Death make m yon glittring Plain? 
Oh thou fell Monſter, War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſtwaſte the nobleſt Part of the Creation, 
The Boaſt and Maſter-piece of the Great Maker, 
That wears in. vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee. 
Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succeſs, 

[o the Prince, Zama, and Mirvan. 


Such ax the Cm for which we fight, deſerves. 
PRINCE. 
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PRINCE. 
Nor can we ask beyond what Heav'n beſtows, 

Preventing ſtill our Wiſhes. See, great Sir, 
The univerſal Joy your Soldiers wear, 
Omen of profp'rous Battle. 
Impatient of the tedious Night, in Arms 
Watchful they ſtood, expecting op' ning Day; 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding paws the mould'ring Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 

TAMERLANE. 
Ves, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to War: 


This Morn Iralla, with my Parthian Horſe, 


Arrives to join me: He, who like a Storm 

Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between Angoria's Walls and yon tall Mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the Clouds ; and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueſt, to my Aid. 


F Fhouriſh of Trumpets. 
Z A M 4. 


Theſe Trumpets fpeak his Preſence —— 


Enter AXALLA with Soldiers, MoNEsSES, STRA- 


TOCLES and SE LIMA Prifoners. [AXALLA kneel 
to TAMERLANE.] 


" TAMERLANE. 5 
Welcome! thou worthy Partner of my Laurel, 

Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more Sacred 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By holy Friendſhip 
Glory and Fame ftood ſtill for thy Arrival, 
My Soul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 
And languiſh'd for thy Abſence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration of his God. 
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AXALLA. 
My Emperor! my ever Royal Maſter ! 
To whom my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expreſs ; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneſs, 
Who wears his every: Hour of Life out for you ? 
Yet 'tis his All, and what he has he offers ; 
Nor now diſdain t'accept the Gift he brings, 
This Earneſt of your Fortune. See, my Lord, 
The nobleſt Prize, that ever grac'd my Arms: 
Approach my Fair | 
TAMERLANE. 
| This is indeed to Conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueſt; 
The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unſully' d Beauty, 
Soſtneſs, and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, 
And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spring; 
But ſay, Axalla 
SELIMA. 
Moſt Renown'd in War, 
| [ Kneeling to Tamerlane. 
Look with Compaſſion on a captive Maid, 
Tho! born of hoſtile Blood; nor let my Birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajaxet, prevent that Mercy, 
Which every Subject of your Fortune finds : 
War is the Province of Ambitious Man, 
Who tears the miſerable World for Empire; 
Whil& our weak Sex, incapable of Wrong, 
On either fide claims Privilege of Safety. | 
TAMERLANE. [Raising her.] 
Riſe Royal Maid, the Pride of haughty Pow'r 
Pays Homage, not receives it from the Fair; 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, 
And urges me unwillingly to Arm; 
Yet, tho our frowning Battles menace Death 


TAMER LANE. 137 


And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and Virtue as our Foe. 
Here, till the Fate of Ala is decided, 
In Safety ſtay. To-morrow is your own, 
Nor grieve for who may Conquer, or who Loſe; 
Fortune on either ſide ſhall wait thy Wiſhes. 

| SELIM 4. 

Where ſhall my Wonder and my Praiſe begin ! 
From the ſucceſsful Labors of thy Arms ? 
Or from a Theme more ſoft, and full of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentleneſs? oh, Tamerlaue ! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Uſage 
But grateful Praiſe ? So Heav'n itſelf is paid. 
Give Peace, ye Pow'rs above, Peace to Mankind ; 
Ner let my Father wage unequal War, 
* the Force of ſuch united Virtues. 

TAMERLANE. 

Heav'n hear thy pious Wiſh ! — But ſince our Proſpect 
Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 
Be my A4xalla's Care; in whoſe glad Eyes 
I read what Joy the pleaſing Service gives him. 
Is there amongſt thy other Pris'ners ought [To Axalla- 
nn. our Knowledge ? 

AXALL A. 
This brave Man, my Lord, 
[Pointing to Moneſes. 

With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful: 
His Party, preſt with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
And would have left their Charge an eaſy Prey: 
© Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds, 
Tho' hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly: 
Nor yielded *till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, 
+ He ſeem'd to ſhame our Conqueſt, whilſt he own'd it. 


TAME R- 


TAM EARLAN E. 
TA MER LANE. 


Thou ſpeak'ſt him as a Soldier ſhould a Soldier, 
Juſt to the Worth he finds. EF would not war 
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[To Moneſes, 


With ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatneſ 
Thy Habit ſpeaks thee Chriſtian —— Nay, yet more, 
My Soul ſeems pleas'd to take Acquaintance with thee, 
As if ally*d to thine : Perhaps 'tis Sympathy 
Of honeſt Minds; like Strings wound up in Muſic, 
Where by one Touch, both utter the ſame Harmony: 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajazet? © 
And 2. my Enemy? 
ONE SES. 
| 72 If Human Wiſd m 
Could point out every Action of our Lives, 
And ſay Let it be thus, in ſpite of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been 
The Wretch L am. 
TAMERLANE, 
The brave meet every Accident 
With equal Minds: Think nobler of thy-Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an Evil. 
MONESES. 

Far, far from that ; I rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your Enemy; 
Nor think the Baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd Slave 

Moves me to flatter for precarious Life, 
Or ill-bought Freedam, when I ſwear by Heav'n ! 
Were I to chooſe from all Mankind a Maſter, 
It ſhould be Tamer laue, 
TAMERLANE. 
A noble Freedom 


Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawning Sycophant:, 


And claims a Privilege of being believ d. 
I take thy Praiſe as Earneſt of — Friendſnip. 


MONESES. 
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MONESES. 

Still you prevent the Homage I ſhould offer. 
O Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hoſtile Mark I wore. 
I was, when not long ſince my Fortune hail'd me, 
Bleſs'd to my Wiſh, I was the Prince Moneſes; 
Born and bred up to Greatneſs ; witneſs the Blood, 
Which thro” ſucceſſive Heroes Veins ally'd 
To our Greek Emperors, roll'd down to me, 
Feeds the bright Fame of Glory in my Heart. 


| TAMERLANE. 

Ev'n that! that Princely Tye ſhould bind thee to me, 

If Virtue were not more than all Alliance. 
MONESES. 

I have a Siſter (Oh ſevere Remembrance l) 
Our Noble Houſe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her 
Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet Chaſle 
As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond. her Sex 
And blooming Youth ; ſaft as forgiving Mercy, 
Yet greatly Brave, and jealous for her Honor: 
Such as ſhe was, to ſay I barely lov'd her, 
Is poor to my Soul's meaning: From our Infancy 
There grew a mutual Tenderneſs between. us, 
Till not long fince her Vows. were kindly plighted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of her Birth. 
The happy Day was fix d and now approaching, 
When faithleſs Bajazet (upon whole Honor, 
In ſolemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) 
With ſudden War broke in upon the Country, 
Secure of Peace, and for Defence unready. 

 _TAMERLANE. 

Let Majeſty no more be held Divine, 

Since Kings, who are call'd Gods, profane themſelves. 
MONESES, 
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MONESES. 
Among the Wretches whom that Deluge ſwept 
Away to Slavery, myſelf and Siſter, 
Then paſling near the Frontiers to the Court, 
(Which waited for her Nuptials) were ſurpriz'd, 
And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reach'd his Court, we found our Uſage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble; 
"Twas then the Storm of your victorious Arms 
Look'd black, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he preſt me 
(By oft repeating Inſtances) to draw 
My Sword for him: But when he found my Soul 
Diſdain'd his Purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpaſia, my lov'd Siſter's Fate 
Depended on my Courage ſhewn for him. 
I had long learnt to hold myſelf at nothing ; 
But for her ſake, to ward the Blow from her, 
I bound my Service to the Man I hated. 
Six Days are paſt, ſince by the Sultan's Order 
J left the Pledge of my Return behind, 
And went'to guard this Princeſs to his Camp: 
The reſt the brave Axalla's Fortune tells you. 
TAMERLANE. 
Wiſely the Tyrant ſtrove, to prop his Cauſe 
By leaguing with thy Virtue : but juſt Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him : 
Forget the Name of Captive, and I wiſh 
J could as well reſtore that Fair One's Freedom, 
Whoſe Loſs hangs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night 
Perhaps we may deſerve thy Friendſhip nobler ; 
Th' approaching Storm maycalt thy Shipwreck'd Wealth 
Back to thy Arms: Till that be paſt, ſince War 
(Tho' in the juſteſt Cauſe) is ever doubtful, 
I will not ask thy Sword to aid my Victory, 
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Leſt it ſhould hurt that Hoſtage of thy Valor 
Our common Foe detains. 
MONESES. 
Let Bajazet 
Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 
You, Sir, have found a nobler way to Empire, 
Lord of the willing World. 
TAMERLANE. 
Oh, my Axalla! 
Thou haſt a tender Soul, apt for Compaſſion, 
And art thyſelf a Lover and a Friend : 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper ? 
AXALLA. 
Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Moneſes Fate; 
The Merit of his Virtue hardly match'd 
With diſadvent'rous Chance: Yet, Prince, allow me, 
Allow me, from th* Experience of a Lover, 
To ſay; one Perſon, whom your Story mention'd, 
(It he ſurvive) is far beyond you wretched : 
You nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siſter, 
MONESES. 
I did: Oh, moſt accurſt ! 
AXAILL A. 
Think what he feels, 
Daſh'd in the Fierceneſs of his Expectation ; 
Then when th' approaching Minute of Poſſeſſion 
Had wound Imagination to the height, 
Think if he lives! 
* MONESES. 
- He lives, he does; tis true 
Hie lives; but how? To be a Dog, and dead, 
Were Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his: 
Hie holds down Life as Children do a Potion, 
With ſtrong Reluctance and convulſive Strugglings, 
| Whill his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. 
TAME-R- 


142 TAMERLANE. 

| TAMERLANE. 
Spare the Remembrance; ttis an uſeleſs Grief, 

And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 

The Revolution of a Day may bring 

Such Turns, as Heav'n itſelf could ſcarce have promis'd, 

Far, far beyond thy Wiſh : Let that Hope cheer thee, 


Haſte, my Axalla to diſpoſe, with Safety, 

Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 

The Pain, which Abſence) gives; thy other Care 

Honor and Arms, now ſummon thy Attendance ; 

Now do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 

Thy Cauſe ; the Cauſe of Heav'n and injur d Earth, 

O thou Supreme! if thy Great Spirit warms 

My glowing Breaſt, and fires my Soul to arms, 

Grant that my Sword, aſſiſted by thy Pow'r 

This Day may Peace and Happineis reſtore, 

That War and lawleſs Rage may vex the World no 
more. 

[Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneſes, Stratocles, Prince if 

Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants. 


Manent Axalla, and Selima, ' with Soldiers. 


AXALL A. 
The Battle calls, and bids me hafte to leave thee, 
Oh, Selma But let Deſtruction wait : 


Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter? 
This Moment ſhall be Love's, and I will waſte it 
In ſoft Complainings, for thy Sighs and Coldneſs, 
For thy forgetful Coldneſs ; even at Bizza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholding, 
 Ev'n then thou wert not thus. 

SELIMA. 

Art not thou chang'd? 

Chriſtian Axalla: Art thou ſtill the ſame ? 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe were the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
The World's good Angel, that didſt kindly join 
Its mighty Maſters in harmonious Friendſhip : 
But fince thoſe Joys, that once were ours, are loſt, 
Forbear to mention em, and talk of War; 
Talk of thy Conqueſt and my Chains, Axalla. 
AXALL A. 
Yet I will liſten, fair unkind Upbraider, 
Yet I will liſten to thy charming Accents, 
Altho' they make me curſe my Fame and Fortune, 
My Laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 
For which the Valiant bleed — Oh! thou unjuſt one, 
Doſt thou then envy me this ſmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Monrnings, | | 
For all the Pains, for all the ſleepleſs Nights | 
That cruel Abſence brings ? | 
SELIMA. [ 
Away, Deceiver! 
I will not hear thy Soothing : Is it thus | 
That Chriſtian Lovers prove the Faith they ſwear ? 
Are War and Slavery the ſoft Endearments | 
With which they court the Beauties they admire ? | 
= Twas well my Heart was cautious of believing 
Thy Vows, and thy Proteſting. Know, my Conqueror, 
© Thy Sword has vanquiſh'd but the half of Selima, i 
Her Soul diſdains thy Victory. | 
AXALLA. | 
Hear, ſweet Heav'n, 
Hear the fair Tyrant, how ſhe wreſts Love's Laws, 
As ſhe had vow'd-my Ruin! What is Conqueit? 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 
To kneel before thee, and with lifred Eyes 
To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, | 
With awful, trembling Pleaſure : Then to ſwear | 


Thou art the Queen, and Miſtreſs of my Soul ? E 
as 
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Has not ev'n Tamerlaze (whoſe Word next Heav'n's, 
Makes Fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim 
Thy Fears? And doſt thou call thyſelf a Slave ? 
Only to try how far the ſad Impreſſion 
Can fink into Axalla - 

S E LIMA. 
, Oh Axalla! 
Ought I to hear you? 

AXALL A. 

Come back, ye Hours, 

And tell my Selima what ſhe has done: 
Bring back the time, when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaſſador of Peace from Tamerlant; 
When hid by conſcious Darkneſs and Diſguiſe, 
I paſs'd the Dangers of the watchful Guards ; | 
Bold as the Youth who nightly ſwam the Helleſpont: g 
Then, then ſne was not ſworn the Foe of Love; 5 
When, as my Soul confeſt its Flame, and ſu'd 
In moving Sounds for Pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale: 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, ſighing, 
She thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. ® 
1 S ELIMA. 
| | Young, and unskilful in the World's falſe Arts, 
I ſuffer'd Love to ſteal upon my Softneſs, 1 
And warm me wich a lambent guiltleſs Flame: 8 ( 
| Yes, I have heard thee ſwear a thouſand times, 
| And call the conſcious Pow'rs of Heav'n to witneſs 
| 
| 


The tend'reſt, trueſt, everlaſting Paſſion : 
But, Oh! *tis paſt ; and I will charge Remembrance 
To baniſh the fond Image from my Soul : 
Since thou art ſworn the Foe of Royal Bajaxzet, 
I have reſoly'd to hate thee. 
AXALLA. 
Is it poſlible ! 


. A , 4 am 


Hate 
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© Betwixt the Armies, 
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Hate js not in thy Nature: thy whole Frame 
Is Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 
Why doſt thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldneſs? 
It damps the Springs of Life. Oh! bid me die, 
Mauch rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thou haſt ſworn to hate me. 
SELIM 4: 

Let Life and Death 
Wait the Deciſion of the bloody Field; 
Nor can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 


Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet ſince you urge 


A Pow'r, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one Requeſt, that T can make with Honor. 
AXALLA. 
O! name it! ſay! —— 
| SELIM A. | 
Forego your Right of Wat, 


| And render me this Inftant to my Father. 


AXALLA. 
Impoſſible! —— The Tumult of the Battle, 


That haſtes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce 


SELIMA. 


- Swear then to perform it, 


Which way ſce'er the Chance of War determines, 
On my firſt Inſtance. 


AXALL A, 
Buy the ſacred Majeſty 


Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 

© Yes, I will give thee this ſevereſt Proof 

Of my Soul's vow'd Devotion, I will part with thee; 
(Thou Cruel, to command it,) I will part with thee, 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, 

1 Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful, 
And trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing; 
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No ſmall Return that Honor can afford 
For all this waſte of Le? © 
S ELINA. 
The Gifts of Captives 


Diſdain to give, where freedom of the Choice 
Does but ſeem wanting, 
AXALLA. 
What! not one kind Look:? 


Then thou art chang'd indeed. Hark I am ſummon' d, 


And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd ; 
Whom Fortune has forlaken, , and ill F ate 
Mark'd for Deſtruction. Thy ſurpriſing Coldneſs 
Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down; 
And the firſt feeble Blow I meet ſhall raze me 
From all Remembrance: Nor is Life or Fame 
Worthy my Care, fince I am loſt to thee, [ Going. 
""SELIM 4. 
Ha! Goeſt thou to the Fight! 
ene ALLA. 


 SELIMA. 

What! and no more? A Sigh heaves in my Breaſt, 
And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue, 
Elſe, ſure, I ſhould have added ſomething more, 


And made our Parting ſofter. 
AXALL 4, 


A Give it way. 
The niggard Honor, that affords not Love, 


Forbids not Pity —— 
SELIMA. 


Fate perhaps has ſet 
This Day, the Period of thy Life, and Conqueſts ; 
and I ſhall ſee thee borne at Evening back, 


Wear ſomewhat of Conſtraint; and generous Minds 


[* Temanpets, 


A 


I do. — Farewel! — 


j 


. 
* 
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A breathleſs Coarſe ; — Oh! Can I think or that, 
And hide my-Sorrows? —No—they will have way, 
And all the Vital Air, that Life draws in, 
Is render'd back in Sighs. ö 
The murm' ring Gale revives the drooping Flame, 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſn'd in my Breaſt; 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and odr'ous Flower, 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new-Life. 
SELIM 4. 
To ſee thee for this Moment, and no more. 
Oh! help me to reſolve againſt this Tenderneſs, 
That charms my fierce Reſentments, and preſents thee 
Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe; 
But as thou wert, when firſt thy moving Accents 
Won me to hear; when, as J liſten'd to thee, 
The happy Hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 
So was my Soul fix'd to the ſoft Enchantment. 
AXALLA. 
Let me be ſtill the fame; I am, I muſt be. 
If it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
And fx the Wanderer for ever thine. 
8E LIMA. 
Where is my boaſted Reſolution now? 
[ Sinking into his Arms. 
On! Yes! Thou art the ſame ; my Heart joins with thee; - 
And to betray me will believe thee ſtill: 
It dances to the Sounds that mov*d-it firſt, 
And owns at once the Weakneſs of my Soul: 
So when ſome skilful Artiſt ſtrikes the Strings, 
The magic Numbers rouze our ſleeping Paſſions, 
Ind force us to confeſs our Grief, and Pleaſure. 
Nas l. Axalla, fay—— doſt thou not pity 
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My artleſs Innocence, and eaſy Fondneſs? 
Oh! turn thee from me, or I die with bluſhing. 
AXALLA. 
No — let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee ; 
From every Bluſh, that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To revel in the Roſes t wo? not be, [Trumpets. 
This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee — 
SELIMA. 
My Fears increaſe, and doubly preſs me now, 
J charge thee, if thy Sword comes croſs my Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
AXALL A. 
Oh ! doubt not, but his Life ſhall be my Care, 
Ev'n dearer than my own —— 
SELIM 4. 
Guard that for me too, 
AXALL A. 
Oh! Selina] thou haſt reſtor d my Quiet, 
The noble Ardor of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly burns within my Breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure of all hereafter. _. 
So chears ſome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
(Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav'n's Forgiveneſs, and the Hopes of Mercy; 


At length the Tumult of his Soul appeas'd, 


And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd, 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace, his holy Comforter beſtow'd, { 


Guides and protects him like a Guardian God. 
[ Ext. 
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Mancnt SELIMA and Guards. 


S ELINA 

In vain all Arts a Love ſick Virgin tries, 
Affects to frown, and ſeem ſeverely wiſe, 
In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 
If the dear Vouth her Pity ſtrives to move, 
And pleads with tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love: 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part. 
By Love, herſelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 
No more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtic Aid, 
But bids her Eyes confeſs the yielding Maid. 

[ Exit Selima, Guard: following. 
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Nen SCENE 8 
TAM ERLANE'J Camp. 


Enter MoxE SEDS. 
MONES EVS. 
\H E dreadful Bufineſs of the War is over: 
And Slaughter, that, from yeſter Morn till Ev'n, 
With Giant Steps, paſt ſtriding o'er the Field, 
Beſmear'd and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary ſits among the mangled Heaps, 
And flumbers o'er her Prey ; while from this Camp 
'The chearful Sounds of Victory, and Tamer/ane, 
Beat the high Arch of Heav'n : deciding Fate, 
That Crowns him with the Spoils of ſuch a Day, 
Has giv'n it as an Earneſt of the World | 
That ſhortly ſhall be his. 


EZEnter STRATOC LE 8, 


My Stratocles ! 
Moſt happily.eeturn'd ;-might I believe 
Thou bring'ſ me any Joy? 

STRATOCLES. 
With my beſt Diligence, 

This Night I have enquir'd of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the Sun, who ſhone upon the Horror 
Of the paſt Day, ſunk to the Weltern Ocean, 
 Whanby permiſſion from the!Prince Axalla, 
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I mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle: Here a Troop 
Of hardy Parthians red with honeſt Wounds, 
Confeſt the Conqueſt, they had well deſerv'd: 
There a dejeded Crew of wretched Captives, 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groaning 
Under new Bondage, follow'd fadly after _. _ 
The haughty Victor's Heels; but that, which. fully 
Crown'd the Succeſs of 7. lens, was Pajazet, . 
Fall'n like the proud Archangel, from the Height, 
Where once (ev'n next to Majeſty Divine) 
Enthron'd he ſat, down to the vile Delgc ent 
And lowneſs of a Slave ; z but oh! to 1 — Las 
The Rage, the Fierceneſs, and the Indignation — 
It bars all Words, and cuts Deſeription ſhort. 
MONESES. 
Then he is fall'n! that Comet which, on high, 
Portended Ruin; he. has ſpent his Blaze, 
And ſhall ditrag the World with Fears no more: 
Sure it muſt bode me well, for oft my Soul 
Has ſtarted into Tumult at his Name, 
As if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 
At the Approach of ſomewhat mortal to me : 
But ſay, my Friend, what hear'ſt thou of 4rpafia ? 
For there my Thoughts, my every Care is center'd. 
STRATOCLES... 
Tho' on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my Search, 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, 
That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent 
Some Women were made Pris'ners, who this Morning 
Were to be offer'd to the Emperor's View 1 
Their Names, and WN tho' oft enquiring, 
could not learn. 
MO N ES E 8. | 
Then muſt my Soul ſtill labor 
H 4 Beneath 
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Beneath Uncertainty, and anxious Doubt, 
The Mind's worſt State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives me 
But a Halt-Eaſe. 
 STRATOCLES. 
1 *T was ſaid, not far from hence 
The Captives were to wait the 8 s Faſſage. 
NONE SES. ü . 

- Haſte we to find the Place. Oh) my Arpa/ia! 
Shall we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy 
Like Death within my Boſom ? Oh! tis well, 

The Joy of meeting pays the Pangs of Abſence, 
Elſe who could bear it ? 
When thy lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 
Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. 

[ Exeunt Moneſes, and Stratocles, 


S c E N E II. 
The Jude of a Magnificent Tent. 
Symphony of Warlike Muſic. 


Enter TAMERLANEF, AXALLA, Prince of T aw a1s, 
ZaMa, MIRVAN, Soldiers, and other Attendants, 


AXALLA. 


132222 this auſpicious Day the Par/h;2n Name 
Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt 7e 
The Limits of its Sway. 
PRINCE. 
Nations unknown, 


Where 


ere 
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Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their Homage to Victorious Tamerlane, 
Bend to his Valor, and ſuperior Virtue, 
And own, that Conqueſt is not given by Chance, 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtleſs Merit, | 
Waits on his Arms. . 
ana: TAMERLANE. 
It is too much: you dreſs me 
Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attributes 
Of injur'd Heav'n : Can we call Conqueſt ours? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride 
Vaunt of himſelf, and ſay, Thus have I dene this? 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatneſs ! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, 
Dark in our ſelves, and uſeleſs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honor ; 
'Twere moſt ungrateful to diſown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not ours. 
AXALL A. 
With ſuch unſhaken 'Temper of the Soul 


Jo bear the ſwelling Tide of profp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverſity _ 

| The Mind grows tough by buffetting the Tempeſt ; 
Which, in Succeſs diſſolving, ſinks to Eaſe, - 
And loſes all her Firmneſs. 


TAMERLANE. 
Oh! Axalla! *) 


Could I forget Jam a Man, as thou art, 
Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
| Sickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 
Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerting ' 


An Equal Right in Kings and common Men, 
Reprove me daily ? ——No——If I boaſt of ought, 
Be it, to have been Heav'n's happy Inſtrument, 

H 
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The means of Good to all my Fellow«Creatares ; 
This is a King's beſt Praiſe. 
Enter OMA R. 
O MAR. 
Honor and Fame 
[Boxwing to Tamerlane. 
For euer mw Emperor; may our Prophet 
Give him ten thouſand thouſand Days of Life, 
And every Day like this. The Captive Sultan, 
Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, 
Attends your ſaczed Will. 
TAMERLANE. 
4 Let him approach. 
Enter Baja zeET and other Turkiſh Priſoners in Chains, 
with a Guard of Soldiers. 


When I ſurvey the Ruins of this Field, 
The wild Deſtruction, which thy fierce Ambition 
Has dealt among Mankind, (ſo many Widows 
And helpleſs Orphans has thy Battle made, 
That half our Eaſtern World this Day are Mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and Earth, 
Demand from thee Atonement for this Wrong. 
| BAFAZET. 
Make thy Demand to thoſe that own thy Pow'r, 
Know, I am ftill beyond it; and tho' Fortune 
(Curſe on that Changeling Deity of Fools!) 
Has ſtript me of the Train and Pomp of Greatneſs, 
That out- ſide of a King, yet ſtill my Soul, = 
Fixt high, and of itſelf alone dependant, = - 
Is ever Free and Royal, and ev'n now, = 
As at the head of Battle, does defy thee : a 
I know what Pow'r the Chance of War has giv'n, 


And dare tine to the Us on't. „ 
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This Aer Filhe of Works, is what moſt irks me; 
Spare that, and for the reſt tis equal all w—— 


Be it as it may. 
TAMERLAN, 


was it for the orld, 
When on, their Borders Nei Lind Princes ite 
F requent in friendly Parle, by cool, Debates, ... 11 
Preventing waſteful War; ſuch ſhould, our meeting 
Have been, had'ſt thou, but held i in juſt regard 
The Sancfity of Leagnes ſo often ſworn o,. 
Canſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 
That Pow'r Supreme, which, made thee, and thy Prophet, 
Will, with Impunity, let paſs that Breach, 
Of facred Faith giv'n to the Royal Greek ? 
BAFAZET.. 1 
Thou Pedant Talker ha! art thou a King 1 
poſſeſt of ſacred Pow ef Heav'n's darling Attribute, 
And doſt thou prate of Leagues, and Oaths, and Prophets ? ? 
I hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name]) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both, 
As Death does human Nature, for Deſtruction. 
TAMERLANE. 
Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human kind; 
The ſavage Brute, that haunts ; in Woods remote, 
And Deſart Wilds, tears not the feartul Traveller, 
If Hunger, or ſome Injury, provoke not. 
r 
Can a King want a Cauſe, when Empire bids 
Go on? what is he born for but Ambition! ? 
It is his Hunger, "tis his Call of Nature, 
The noble Appetite which will be ſatigſy d, 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him mortal. 
TAME R. LANE = 
Henceforth I will not wonder we were F oer, 
Since Souls chat differ ſo, by Nature hate, 
And 
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| And ſtrong Antipathy forbids their Union. 
B4A JAZ ET. | 
The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranſcend thy Coldnels ; I am pleas'd we differ, 
Nor think alike. 
 . TAME R LAN E. 
No — for I think like Man, 
Thou like a Monſter; from whoſe baleful Preſence 
Nature ftarts back; and tho? ſhe fix'd her Stamp 
On thy rough Maſs, and mark'd thee for a Man, 
Now conſcious of her Error ſhe diſclaims thee, 
As form'd for her Deſtruction. 
*Tis true, I am a King, as thou haſt been: 
Honor, and Glory too have been my Aim ; 
But tho? I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
W hich furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I chooſe to fix my Name by Peace, 
Buy Juſtice, and by Mercy; and to raiſe 

My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind ; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway, 
Or Forfeit of my Honor. 

BAFAZET. 
Prophet, I thank thee. — 

Damnation! Couldſt thou rob me of my Glory, 


To dreſs up this tame King, this preaching Derwi/e ? 


Unfit for War, thou ſhouldft have liv'd ſecure 

In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 

Shar'd a precarious Scepter, ſat tamely ſtill, 

And let bold Factions canton out thy Pow'r, 

And wrangle for the Spoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilſt I (curſe on the Pow'r that ſtops my Ardor !) 
Would, like a Tempeſt, ruſh amidſt the Nations, 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 

My angry Thunder on te frighted World. 


TAMER 
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TA MER LANE. 
The World! —'twould be too little for thy Pride: 
Thou would'ſt ſcale Heav'n. 
BAFAZET. 


Diſdains thy Conference. 
TAMERLANE. 
L Thou vain 7 raſh Thing, 

1 That, with gigantic Inſolence, haſt dar'd 

Jo lift thy wretched ſelf above the Stars, 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty: Thou art fall'n ! 
BAFAZET. 
'Tis falſe! I am not fall'n from ought I've been: 
At leaſt my Soul reſolves to keep her State, 
And ſcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 
 TAMERLANE. 
Almoſt beneath my Pity art thou fallin; 
Since, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'n is on thee, 

And preſſes to the Duſt thy ſwelling Soul, 

Fool-hardy, with the ſtronger thou contendeſt ; 
To what vaſt Heights had thy tumultuous Temper 
Deen hurry'd, if Succeſs had crown'd thy Wiſhes ; 
Say, what had I to expect, if thou had'ſt conquer'd ? 
BA JAZ ET. 

Oh, Glorious Thought! By Heav'n! I will enjoy it, 
Tho' but in Fancy; Imagination ſhall - 
= Make room to entertain the vaſt Idea. 
= Oh! had I been the Maſter but of Yeſterday, 

The World, the World had felt me; and for thee, 
had us'd thee, as thou art to me, — a Dog, 
= The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred: 

& 1 would have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footſtool to my Saddle : 
Then, when thy daily ſervile Task was done, 

I would have cag'd thee, for the Scorn of Slaves, 


Til 


I would: — Away! my Soul 
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Till thou hadſt degg d to die; and e ev'n that Merey 
T Had deny'd Thee: Ne ow thou know ſt n my Mind 
And queſtion me no farther. | 
TAM E RLEANE. 
Well dot thou teach me 
What Juſtice ſhould exact from thee; Mankina 
With one Conſent cry 6ut for Vengeance on thee ; 
Loudly they call, to cut off this Lea eague 9: with 
This wild Detttoyer, from the Face of 
54 TAZ ET. 
Do it, 'atid rid thy ſhaking Soul at once 
Of its worſt Fear. | 
TAMERLANE. 
Why ſlept the Thunder, 
That ſho Rave arm'd the Idol Deity, 
And giv'n thee Pow'r, ere yeſter Sun was ſet, 
To ſhake the Soul of Tamerlane: Hadſt thou an Arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou ſhould'ſt have prov d it on ne, 
Amidſt the Sweat and Blood of yonder F ield, 
When, thro' the Tumult of the War, J ſought thee, 
Fenc'd in with Nations. 
BATJAZET. 
Curſe upon, the Stars, 
That fated us to different Scen es of Slaughter ! 
Ok! could my Sword have met thee ! 
TAMERLANE. 
Thou hadſt then 
As now, been i in my Pow, r, and held thy Life 
Dependant on my Gift—— Yes Bai , 
1 bid thee, Live. 80 much m / Sol diſdains, 
That thou Mogg think, 1 can fear ot ought but Heav'n: 
Nay more; coutd'ſt thou forget th ly hy brutal F ierceneſs, 
And form thyſelf to Manhöbd, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be ſtill a Kin that thou 1 m an lea arn 
What Man ſhould be to 145 1 Wat e, 


The 


TAMERLANE, T59 
The common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 
This Royal Tent, with ſuch of thy Domeſtics 
As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy Service; 
Nor will I uſe my Fortune, to demand 
Hard Terms of Peace, but ſuch as thou may'ſt offer 
With Honor, 1 with Honor may receive.“ 
[ Tamerlane gusto an 8 wwho unbinds 
Bajazet. 
BAFAZET. [me, 
Ha! ſay'ſt thou—no!—our Prophet's Vengeance blaſt 
If thon'ſhalt buy my Friendſhip with thy Empire. 
Damnation on thee ! thou ſmooth fawning Talker! 


© Give me again my Chains, that I may curſe thee, 
And gratify my Rage: Or, if thou wilt 


Be a vain Fool, and'play with thy Perdition, 
Remember I'm thy Foe, atid hate thee deadly. 
Thy Folly on thy Head ! 
TAMERLANE. 
Be ſtill my Foe. 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are please in doing good, 
Tho' the ungrateful Subjects of their Favors 


Are barren in return: T hy ſtubborn Pride, 


That ſpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 
Shall in my: Honor own, and thy Deſpite, 

I have done, as I ought. Virtue til! dots 
Wich Scorn the Mercenary World regard, 
Where abject Souls do good, and hope Reward: 


Above the worthleſs Trophies Men can raiſe, 
She ſeeks not Honors, Wealth, nor airy Praiſe, 


© But with herſelf, Herſelf, the Goddeſß pays. 


[Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Printe ef Tatts, 
Mirvan, Zama, awd Attendants. 
Mayeny 8 * 2 ET, Ng Guards. 


AZE 
Come, lead me to nge me dowh 
510 Deep 


160 TAM ERL AN E. 


Deep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day, \ 

Where, under Covert of the friendly Darkneſs, | 

My Soul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its Anguiſh. F 
O MA R. ; 


Our Royal Maſter wou'd, with noble. Uſage, 
Make your Misfortunes light: he bids you hope. 
| BIFAZSES 
I tell thee, Slave, I have ſhook hands with Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Deſpair, and Horror. 


Enter Hax, Anras 14, and Vomen Attendants. 


Ha! wherefore am I thus: Perdition ſeize me 
But my cold Blood runs ſhiv'ring to my Heart, 
As at ſome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 
With dreadful Action ſtalks around our Beds. 
The Rage and fiercer Paſſions of my Breaſt 
Are loſt in new Confuſion.— Arpaſia — Haly! 
H ALY. 

Oh Emperor ! for whoſe hard Fate our Prophet, 
And all the Heroes of thy ſacred Race 
Are fad in Paradiſe, thy faithful Hah, 
The Slave of all thy Pleaſures, in this Ruin, 
This Univerſal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, 
Has gather'd up this Treaſure for thy Arms : 
Nor ev'n the Victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whoſe Command, once more thy Slave beholds thee] 
Denies this Bleſſing to thee, but with Honor 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. 

BAFAZET. | 

Oh! had her Eyes, with Pity, ſeen my Sorrows, 
Had ſhe the Softneſs of a tender Bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beſtow'd a greater Bleſſing, 
And Love had made amends for loſs of Empire. 
But fee, - what Fury dwells upon her Charms ! 
What re flaſhes from her angry Eyes! 
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With a malignant Joy ſhe views my Ruin: 
Ey'n Beauteous in her Hatred, ſtill ſhe charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous Soul to Love. 
ARPASIA. 
* And dar'ſt thou hope, thou Tyrant! Raviſher ? 
; That Heav'n has any Joy in ſtore for thee? 
Look back upon the Sum of thy paſt Life, 
Where Tyranny, Oppreſſion, and Injuſtice, 
Tezuy, Murders, ſwell the black Account, 
5 Where loſt Arpaſta's Wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh, 
© Thy lat recorded Crime; but Heav'n has found thee, 
At length the tardy Vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
. u weary Soul ſhall bear a little longer 
The pain of Life, to call for Juſtice on thee; 
That once complete, ſink to the peaceful Grave, 
N And loſe the Mem'ry of my Wrongs and Thee. 
8 BAJAZET. 
Thou rail'ſt! I thank thee for it 
And muſter all the Woman in thy Soul; 
| Goad me with Curſes, be a very Wife, 
J | That I may fling off this tame Love, and hate thee. 


Be perverſe, 


Enter Montes es. [BAJAZ ZT ftarting.] 


Ha Keep thy Temper, Heart! nor take alarm 

At a Slave's Preſence. 
MONESES. 

It is Arpaſia Leave me, thou cold Fear. 
| Sweet as the roſy Morn ſhe breaks upon me, 
And Sorrow, like the Night's unwholſom Shade, 
| Gives way before the Golden Dawn ſhe brings. 
| BAJFAZET. [ Advancing towards him.] 
Ha, Chriſtian ! Is it well that we meet thus? 
Is this thy Faith? 


N 
J 
' 


MONESES. 
Why does thy frowning Brow 
Put 
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Put on this Form of Fury? Is it ftrarige 
We ſhould meet here Companions i in Misfortune, 
The Captives of one common Chance of War? 
Nor ſhouldſt thou wonder, that my Sword has faibd 
Befdre the Fortune of Victorious Tamerlane, 
When thou with Nations like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy ſide, 
Could'ſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadful Battle, 
That cruſh'd thee with its Shock. Thy Men can witnek, 
Thoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 
My Sword was tiot unactive. 
BAFAZET. 
No, —*tis falſe. 
Where is my Daughter, thou vile Greek ? thou hail 
Betray d her to the Tartar ; or ev'n worle, 
Pale with thy Fears, didſt loſe her like a Coward: 
And like a Coward now, would caſt the blame 
On Fortune, and ill Stars. 
MONMNE SESIS. | 
Ha! Hid'ſt thou Tike a Coward? 
What Sanctity, what Majeſty Divine 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my Rage? 
That thus thou dar'ſt to wrong me. 
BAJAZET. 
Out, thou Slave, 
And know me for thy Lord 
MONESES. 
T tell thee, Tyrant, 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſat'ſt on high, 
When like an Tdol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd, 
By proſtrate Wretches, born with laviſh Souls: 
Ev'n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more, 
Nor greater than Moneſes; born of a Race, 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now then 
The Fate of War has ſet thee with the Lowelt ; 


And 
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And Captives lie the Subjects of the Grave) 
Loſing Diſtinction, ſerve one common Lord. 
BAFAZET. 
Brav'd by this Dog! now give a looſe to Rage, 
And curſe thyſelf, curſe thy falſe cheating Prophet. 
Ha! yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriſtian ; 
Thou left'ſt that Siſter with me:. Thou Impoſtor ! 
Thou Boaſter of thy Honeſty ! Thou Liar! 
But take her to thee back. 
Now to explore my Priſon: If it holds 
Another Plague like this, the refileſs Damn'd 
(If Mufties lye not) wander thus in Hell: 
From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run, 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only prove variety of Pain. | 
Exeunt Bajazet and Haly. 
ARPASIA. 
Stay, Bajaxet, I charge thee by my Wrongs ! 
Stay and unfold a Tale of ſo much Horror, 
As only fits thy telling Oh, Moneſes ! 
MONESES. | 
Why doſt thou weep? why this tempeſtuous Paſhon, 
That ſtops thy falt'ring Tongue ſhort on my Name? 
Oh, ſpeak ! unveil this Myſtery of Sorrow, 
And draw the diſmal Scene, at once, to ſight. 
HR PAS IA. 
Thou art undone, löſt, ruin'd, ànd undone ! 
MONESES. 
I will not think 'tis ſo, while I have thee, 


| While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in my Arms; 


For while I figh upon thy paititig Boſom, 
The fad Remembrance of paſt Woes is loſt. 
ARPASIA. 
Forbear to ſooth thy Soul with flatt'ring Thoughts 
Of Evils overpaſt, and Joys to come: 2 
ar 
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Put on this Form of Fury? Is it frarige 
We ſhould meet here Companions in Misfortune, 
The Captives of one common Chance of War? 
Nor ſhouldſt thou wonder, that my Sword has fail d 
Befòre the Fortune of Victorious Tamerlane, 
When thou with Nations like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy ſide, 
Could'ſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadful Battle, 
That cruſh'd thee with its Shock. Thy Men can witnek, 
Thoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 
My Sword was not unactive. 
BAFAZET. 
No, — tis falſe. 
Where is my Daughter, thou vile Greek ? thou haſt 
Betray'd her to the Tartar; or ev'n worſe, 
Pale with thy Fears, didſt loſe her Ike a Coward: 
And like a Coward now, would caſt the blame 
On Fortune, and ill Stars. 
MON ES ES. | 
| Ha! Taid'ſt thou like a Coward! 
What Sanctity, what Majeſty Divine 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my Rage? 
That thus thou dar'ſt to wrong me. 
BAJAZET. 
Out, thou Slave, 
And know me for thy Lord 
MONESES. 
I tell thee, Tyrant, 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſat'ſt on high, 
When like an Tdol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd, 
By proſtrate Wretches, born with {laviſh Souls: 
Ev'n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more, 
Nor greater than Moneſes; born of a Race, 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now then ? 
The Fate of War has ſet thee with the Lowelt ; Fe 
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And Captives {like the Subjects of the Grave) 
Loſing Diſtinction, ſerve one common Lord. 
BAFAZET. 
Brav'd by this Dog ! now give a looſe to Rage, 
And curſe thyſelf, curſe thy falſe cheating Prophet. 
Ha! yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriftian ; 
Thou left'ſt that Siſter with me: Thou Impoſtor ! 
Thou Boaſter of thy Honeſty ! Thou Liar! 
But take her to thee back. 
Now to explore my Priſon. If it holds 
Another Plague like this, the reſtleſs Damn'd 
(If Mufties lye not) wander thus in Hell: 
From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run, 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only prove variety of Pain. | 
Ereunt Bajazet and Haly. 
ARPASIA. 
Stay, Bajaxet, I charge thee by my Wrongs ! 
Say and unfold a Tale of ſo much Horror, 
As only fits thy telling Oh, Moneſes ! 
MONESES. | 
Why doſt thou weep? why this tempeſtuous Paſſion, 
That ſtops thy falt'ring Tongue ſhort on my Name? 
Oh, ſpeak ! unveil this Myſtery of Sorrow, 
And draw the diſmal Scene, at once, to fight. 
IHR PAS IA. 
Thou art undone, loſt, ruin'd, ànd undone ! 
MONESES. 
I will not think tis ſo, while I have thee, 
While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in my Arms; 
For while I figh upon thy pantitig Boſom, 
The fad Remembrance of paſt Woes is loſt. 
rler, - 
Potbear to ſooth thy Soul with flatt'ring Thoughts 
Of Evils overpaſt, arid Joys to come: 
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Our Woes are like the genuin Shade beneath, 

Where Fate cuts off the very Hopes of Day, 

_ everlaſting Night and Horror reign. 
MONESES. 

By all the Tenderneſs, and chaſte Endearments 
Of our paſt Love, I charge thee, my Arpa/ia, 
To eaſe my Soul of Doubts; give me to know 
At once the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. 

ARPASIA. 

Take then thy wretched Share in all I ſuffer, 
Still Partner of my Heart. Scarce hadſt thou left 
The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 
Soft'ning the Pride and Fierceneſs of his Temper, 
With gentle Speech made offer of his Love. 
Amaz'd, as at the Shock of ſudden Death, 

J ſtarted into Tears, and often urg'd | 

(Tho? ſtill in vain) the difference of our Faiths : 

At laſt, as flying to the utmoſt Refuge, 

With lifted Hands, and ftreaming Eyes, I own'd 

The Fraud; which when we firſt were made his Pris'ners, 

Conſcious of my unhappy Form, and fearing 

For thy dear Life, I forc'd thee to put on 

'Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Siſter : 

Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 

Our mutual Vows had made before the Prieſt. 

Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 

Then, Be it ſo, he cry'd. Think'ſt thou thy Vows 

Giv'n to a Slave ſhall bar me from thy Beauties? 

Then bade the Prieſt pronounce the Marriage Rites, 

Which he perform'd, whilſt ſhrieking with Deſpair, 

I call'd 1 in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 
MONESES. 

Villain! Imperial Villain ! — Oh, the Coward! 
Aw'd by his Guilt, tho' back'd by Force and Power, 
He durſt not to my Face avow his Purpoſe ; 


But 
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But in my Abſence like a lurking Thief 
Stole on my Treaſure, and at once undid me. 


A RPASIA. 
Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 
Forgetting all the Rules of Chriſtian Suffering, 
] had done a deſp'rate Murder on my Soul, 
Ere the rude Slaves, that waited on his Will, 
Had forc'd me to his 


 MONESES. 
Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 

And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene ; 
Let not Thought enter, leſt the buſy Mind 
Should muſter ſuch a Train of monſtrous Images, 
As would diſtract me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 
Were treaſur'd up, to have thee rifled thus ! 
Thus torn untaſted from my eager Wiſhes ! 
But I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth) 
Shall do me Juſtice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beauties to Mone/es. 


ARPASIA. 

And who ſhall render back my Peace, my Honor, 
The ſpotleſs Whiteneſs of my Virgin Soul? 
Ah! no, Moneſes think not I will ever 
bring a polluted Love to thy chaſte Arms: 
| am the Tyrant's Wife. Oh, fatal Title! 
And, in the fight of all the Saints, have ſworn, 
By Honor, Womanhood, and bluſhing Shame, 
To know no ſecond Bride-bed but my Grave. 

|  MONESES. 

I ſwear it muſt not be, ſince ſtill my Eye 
Finds thee as heav'nly white, as Angel pure, 
As in the earlieſt Hours of Life thou wert. 
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Nor art thou his but mine; thy firſt V.ow!s mine, To 
Thy Soul is mine 

ARPASTA.. ; 

Oh! think not, that the Paw'r. Th 

Of moſt perſuaſiye Eloquence can make me An 

Forget I've been another's, been his Wife; | Fa 

Now by my Bluſhes! by the ſtrong Confuſion, . 

And Anguiſh of my Heart! ſpare me, Mone/cs, : 

Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 'T 
Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my Sorrows | Bu 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me, Al 

Death ſhall diſſolve the fatal Obligation, M. 

And give me up to Peace, to that bleſt Place Th 

Where the Good reſt from Care and anxious Life. 80 

| MONESES. An 
Oh! ! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee to ſuffer : Bet 

Teach me, with hardy Piety, to combat W. 
The preſent IIls; inſtruct my Eyes to paſs Ti 
The narrow Bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, Ch 


And with bold Hopes to view the Realms beyond, 
Thoſe diſtant Beauties of the future State. 
Tell me, Arpaſia, — ſay, what Joys are thoſe, 
That wait to crown the Wretch who ſuffers here: 
Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing Faith. 
ARPASIA. 
Imagine ſomewhat exquiſitely fine, 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd Mind 
Can barely know, unable to deſcribe. it ; 
Imagine, tis a 'Tra& of endleſs Joys, 
Without Satiety, or Interruption ;.. 
Imagine tis to meet, and part no more. 
MONE SES. 
Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our Lot! 
Let us be bleſt together. Ohl my Soul l 
Build on that ts ARA 


To 
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To fruggle with the Storm, that parts us now. 
ARPASTIA. 
Yes! my Moneſes, now the Surges riſe, 
The ſwelling Sea breaks in between our Barks, 
And drives us to our Fate on different Rocks. 
Farewel——my Soul lives with thee. 
MONESES. 
Death 1s parting, 
'Tis the laſt ſad Adieu twixt Soul and Body, 
But this is ſomewhat worſe—my Joy, my Comfort, 
All that was left in Life, fleets after thee, 
My aking Sight hangs on thy parting Beauties, 
Thy lovely Eyes all drown'd in Floods of Sorrow ! 
do ſinks the ſetting, Sun beneath the Waves, 
And leaves the Traveller in pathleſs Woods, 
Benighted and forlorn — Thus with ſad Eyes 
Weſtward he tyrns, to mark. the Light's Decay, 
Till having loſt the laſt faint, Glimpſe of .Day, c 
Chearleſs, in Darkneſs, he purſues his Way. 
[ Exeunt Moneles and Arpaſia ſewerally. 
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nee I. 
The Infide of the Royal Tent. 
Enter AXALLA, Sz LIMA, and Women Attendants, 


AXALLA. 


AN there be ought in Love, beyond this Proof, 
This wondrous Proof, I give thee of my Faith ? 

To tear thee from my bleeding Boſom thus? 

To rend the Strings of Life, to ſet thee free, 

And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, 

Foe to my Hopes? What canſt thou pay me back, 

What but thyſelf (thou Angel) for this Fondneſs? 

SE LIMA. 

Thou doſt upbraid me, Beggar as I am, 

And urge me with my Poverty of Love. 

Perhaps thou think'ſt, tis nothing for a Maid 

To ſtruggle through the Niceneſs of her Sex, 

The Bluſnes and the Fears, and own ſhe loves: 
Thou think'ſt, tis nothing for my artleſs Heart 
To own my Weakneſs and confeſs thy Triumph. 
AXALLA. 
Oh! yes, I own it; my charm'd Ears ne'er knew 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy. 

Not Voices, Inſtruments, not warbling Birds, 

Not Winds, not murm'ring Waters join'd in Conſort, 

Not tuneful Nature, not th' according Spheres 

Pp Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selima 
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With down-caſt Looks, and Bluſhes, ſaid, -I love 
SELIMA. 
And yet thou ſay'ſt, I am a Niggard to thee : 
I ſwear the Balance ſhall be held between us, 
And Love be Judge, if after all the Tenderneſs, 
Tears and Confuſion of my Virgin Soul, 
Thou ſhould'ſ complain of ought, unjuſt 4xalla ! 
AXALLA. 
Why was J ever bleſt? —— Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thouſand pleaſing Images 
Of paſt Enjoyments, fince *tis but to plague me ? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me 
To think of all the golden Minutes paſt, 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy ? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe 
My preſent State, and mourn the Heav'n F ve loſt. 
SELIMA. 
Hope better for us both; nor let thy Fears, 
Like an unlucky Omen, croſs my Way. 
My Father rough and ftormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and with Fondneſs 
Paternal, ever met me with a Bleſſing. 
Oft when Offence had ſtirr'd him to ſuch Fury, 
That not grave Counſellors for Wiſdom fam'd, 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
Preſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful Dread, 
Were huſh'd as Death; yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
Kiſs'd me, and bade me utter all my Purpoſe ; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I had ſooth'd him, 
And won him from his Anger. 
AXALLA. 
Oh! I know, | 
Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers. 
Herds would forget to graze, and ſavage Beaſts 


Stand ſtill and loſe their Fierceneſs, but to hear thee, 
Vor. I. I As 


1% TAMERLANE. 
As if they had Reflexion, Aid By Reafon 
Forſook a "lef Enjoyinent for for a a preater. 
But oh! When I revolve each Circumſtance, 
My Chriſtian Faith, niy Service cloſely böund 
To Tamerlane my Maſter, and my Friend: 
Tell me (my Charmer) if my Feats are vain? 
Think What fémains for me, if the fiece Sultan 
Should doom thy Bedutles to dhother's Bed? 
SELTMA2. 
"Tis a fad Thought; but to 4Þpeaſe thy Doubts, 
Here in the awful Sight of Heav'n, I vow, 
No Pow'r ſhall e'er divide me from thy Love, 
Ev'n Duty ſhall not force me to be falſe. 
My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 
But never from my Heart; and when the Maids 
Shall yeatly come with Garlands of freſh Flow'rs, 5 
To mourn with pious Office o'er my Grave, 
They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lov'd, ow much I ſuffer'd for thee, 
And while they grieve my Fate, ſhall praiſe my Conſtaney 
AXALLA. 
But ſee the Sultan comes! — my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion ; Hope and Fear 
Fight with alternate Conqueſt in my Breaſt. 
Oh! Can J give her from me? Yield her up? 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, fince Honor triumphs, 
And crowns his crael Altars with thy Spoils. 
Enter BAI AZ E Tx. 
BAFAZET. 
To have a nauſeous Courteſy forc'd on me 
Spite of my Will by an inſulting Foe, 
Ha! they would break the Fierceneſs of my Temper, 
And make me ſupple for their laviſh Purpoſe : Sto 
Curſe os their awning Arts; from Heav'n itſelf 
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J wou'd not on ſuch Terms receive a Benefit, 
But ſpurn it back upon the Giver's Hand. 


171 


[Selima comes forward and kneels to Bajazet. 


SELIMA. 
My Lord; my Royal Father ! 
BAFAZET. 


What heav'nly Innocence? that in a Form 
So known, ſo lov'd, haſt left thy Paradiſe, 
For joyleſs Priſon, for this Place of Woe! 
Art thou Selina? 
SE LIMA. 
Have you forgot me? 
Alas, my Piety is then in vain; 
Your Sclima, your Daughter whom you lov'd, 
The Fondling once of her dear Father's Arms, 
Is come to claim her Share in his Misfortunes ; 
To wait and tend him with obſequious Duty; 
To fit, and weep for every Care he feels; 
To help to wear the tedious Minutes, out, 
To ſoften Bondage, and the Loſs of Empire. 
' # nf { + ; _— 
Now by our Prophet! If my wounded Mind 


Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now; 
| Ev'n from thy prating Infancy thou wert 

My Joy, my little Angel; ſmiling Comfort 
Came with thee ill to glad me: Now I'm curs'd 
Er'n in thee too; Reproach and Infamy 

| Attend the Chriſtian Dog, to whom thou wert truſted 


| To ſee thee here! 


twere better ſee thee dead. 
AXALLA. 
Thus Tamerlane to Royal Bajaxet, : 
With Kingly Greeting ſends: Since with the Brave, 
(The bloody Bus'neſs of the Fight once ended) 
Stern Hate and Oppoſition ought to ceaſe ; 
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Thy 


Ha! what art thou? 
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Thy Queen already to thy Arms reſtor d, 
Receive this ſecond Gift, thy Beauteous Daughter : 
And if there be ought farther in thy Wiſh, 
Demand with Honor, and obtain it "freely. 

| BAFAZET. 

Bear back thy fulſom Greeting to thy Maſter, 
Tell him, I'll none on't : Had he been a God, 
All his Omnipotence could not reſtore 
My Fame diminith'd, Loſs of ſacred Honor, 

The Radiancy of Majeſty eclips'd. 

For ought beſides, it is not worth my Care ; 

The Giver and his Gifts are both beneath me. 
AXALLA. 

Enough of War the wounded Earth has known ; ; 
Weary at length and waſted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head, to ſhew 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries ſpoil'd, 
And to her mighty Maſters ſues for Peace. 

Oh, Sultan ! by the Pow'r Divine I ſwear! 
With Joy I wou'd reſign the ſavage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain'd, could I atone 
The fatal Breach twixt thee and Tamerlane; 
And think a Soldier's Glory well beſtow'd, 
'To buy Mankind a Peace. 
BAFAZET. 

And what art thou? 
That doſt preſume to mediate *twixt the Rage 
Of angry Kings? 

AXALLA. 
A Prince, born of the nobleſt, 

And of a Soul that anſwers to that Birth, 
That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on 
A forc'd Forgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueſt ſo lately to thy Court, then meeting 
On gentler Terms. 


SELIMA. 
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SE LIMA. 
Could ought efface the Merit 
Of brave Axalla's Name, yet when your Daughter 
Shall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us'd ; 
How light this Gallant Prince made all her Bondage ; 
Moſt ſure the Royal Bajazet will own X 
That Honor ſtands indebted to ſuch Goodneſs, 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendſhip more than pay it. 
347422. 
Ha! Know ſt thou that, fond Girl? bo tis 
not well 
And when thou couldſt deſcend to take a Benefit 


From a vile Chriſtian, and thy Father's Foe, 


Thou didſt an Act diſhoneſt to thy Race; 
Henceforth, unleſs thou mean'ſt to cancel all 
My Share in thee, and write thyſelf a Baſtard; 
Die, ſtarve, know any Evil, any Pain, 
Rather than taſte a Mercy from theſe Dogs. 

SE LIMA. 

Alas! Axalla! 
AXALLA. 
Weep not, lovely Maid ; 
I ſwear, one pearly Drop from thoſe fair Eyes 
Would over-pay the Service of my Life ; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father's Frowns and Fierceneſs. 
BAFAZET. 

Oh! my curs'd Fortune! —am I fall'n thus low? 
Diſhonor'd to my Face? thou Earth-born thing, 
Thou Clod! how haſt thou dar'd to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the Sacred Race of mighty Ottoman? 
Whom Kings, whom ev'n our Prophet's holy Offspring 
At diſtance have beheld; and what art thou? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth? 

Thou vile Obſcurity ! Ha!—ſay— thou baſe one. 
I 3 AXALLA. 
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Thus challeng'd, Virtue, modeſt as ſhe is, 

Stands up to do herfelf a common Juſtice, 

To anſwer, and affert that inborn Merit, 

That Worth, which conſcious to herſelf ſhe feels. 

Were Honor to be ſcann'd by long Deſcent, 

From Anceftors illuſtrious, I could vaunt 

A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount 

Among my Fathers, Names of ancient Story, 

Heroes and God-like Patriots, who fubdu'd 

The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Romans 

Scorn'd to be Kings ; but that be their own Praiſe : 

Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead, 

Myſelf an Undeſerver. I could prove 

My Friendſhip ſuch, as thou might'ſt deign t'accept 

With Honor, when it comes with friendly Office, 

To render back thy Crown, and former Greatneſs: 

And yet ev'n this, ev'n all is poor, when Selima 

With matchleſs Worth weighs down the adverſe Scale. 
BAJAZET. 

To give me back what Yeſterday took from me, 
Wou'd be to give like Heay*n, when having finiſh'd 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his Fav'rite Man be Lord of all. 


But this 
AXALLA. 

Nor is this Gift beyond my Pow'r ; 
Oft has the mighty Maſter of my Arms 
Urg'd me with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bounteous Pow'r : 
'Tis true I wav'd the Proffer, and have held it 
The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 
To be the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Than to be Aas Lord: Nor wonder then, 
If in the Confidence of ſuch a Friend!lip, 
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I promiſe boldly for the Royal Giver, 
Thy Crown, and Empire. 
BAFAZET. 
For our Daughter thus 

Mean'ſt thou to barter? ha ! I tell thee, Chriſtian, 

There is but one, one Dowry, thou canſt give, 

Aud I can ask, worthy my Jaughter's Love. 

| AXALL 4. 

{ Oh! name the mighty Ranſom, task my Pow'r, 

Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death, 

T'enhance the Price. 

BA JAZ RT. 

£ I take thee at thy Word, 

Bing me the Tartar's Head. 

AXALL 4. 
Ha! 

BAFAZET. 

: Tamerlane's, 

That Death, that deadly Poiſon to my Glory. 

AXALL 4. 

Prodigious ! Horrid ! 

SELIMA. 
Loſt! for ever loſt! 
32474217. 

And cou'dſt thou hope to bribe me with ought elſe? 

4 With a vile Peace patch'd up on laviſh Terms? 

© With tributary Kingſhip ? No To merit 

4 A Recompence from me, fate my Revenge. 

The Toriar is my Bane, I cannot bear him; 

; one Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both; 
Still hall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever; 

As if two Suns ſnould meet in the Meridian, 

And ftrive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. 

* Weep'k thou, fond Girl? Now as thy King, and F 2 
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Hate ſhall be pious in thee; come and join 
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I charge thee, drive this Slave from thy Remembrance: 


75 ng hold on her Hand. 
To curſe thy Father's Foes. * 
SELIMA. 
| Undone for ever ! 
Now Tyrant Duty, art thou yet obey'd? 
There is no more to give thee. Oh Axalla / 
L Bajazet leadi out Selima, /oe looking back on 
Axalla 


 AXALLA. 

Tis what I fear'd; Fool that I was t' obey : 
The Coward Love, that could not bear her Frown, 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps ev'n now, 
The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. 
Fiercely he ſtorms, ſhe weeps, and ſighs, and trembles, 
But ſwears at length, to think on me no more. 
He bade me take her. — But, oh gracious Honor! 
Upon what Terms? My Soul yet ſhudders at it, 
And ſtands but half recover'd of her Fright. 
The Head of Tamer/ane ! monſtrous Impiety ! 
Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr. 
Oh, Emperor, I own I ought to give thee 
Some nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith. 
Then let the Pains I feel my Friendſhip prove, 
Tis eaſier far to die, than ceaſe to love. 

[ Exit Axalla. 
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TAMERLAN E's Camp. 


Enter ſeverally Mox Es ES, and Prince of Tanais. 


MONESES. 


| I not preſs untimely on his Leiſure, 
You would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 
To give me means of Audience from the Emperor. 
PRINCE. 
Moſt willingly, tho? for the preſent Moment 
We muſt intreat your Stay; he holds him private. 
MONESES. 
His Council, I preſume. 
PRINCE. 
| No; the Affair 
Is not of Earth, but Heav'n——a Holy Man, 
(One whom our Prophet's Law calls ſuch) a Der 
Keeps him in Conference. 
MONESES. 
Hours of Religion, 
Eſpecially of Princes, claim a Fn, 
Nor will be interrupted. 
PRINCE. 
What his Buſineſs 
Imports, we know not: but with earneſt Sute 
This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maſter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heay'n) 
In reverend Regard holds all that bear 
Relation to Religion, and, on notice 
Of his Requeſt, receiv'd him on the Inſtant. 
1 5 MONESES. 
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| MONESES. 
We will attend his Pleaſure. | __ [Exeunt, 


Enter TAME RLAN E, and a DERVISE. 


TAMERLANE. 

Thou bring'ſt me thy Credentials from the Higheſt, 
From Alba, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meſſage, 
It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt Ends. 

DERVISE. 

Thus ſpeaks our Holy Mahomet, who has giv'n thee 

To reign, and conquer: Ill doſt thou repay 

The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of 

The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatneſs flow; 

Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, haſt beaten down, 

And trampled on Religion's Sanctity. 
TAMERLANE. 

Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King, 

(The greateſt Names of Honor) do but make 

Thy Imputation out, and Tamerlane 

Shall do thee ample Juſtice on himſelf : 

So much the Sacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 

Could I ſuſpect my Soul of 'hatb'ring ought 

To its Diſhonor, I would ſearch it ſtricily, 

And drive th' offending Thought with Fury forth. 
| DERJIS E. | 

Yes, thou haſt hurt our Holy Prophet's'Honor, 

By foſt' ring the pernicious Chriftian'Se& ; * 

Thoſe, whom his Sword purſu'd with fell Deſtruction, 
Thou tak ſt into thy Boſom, to thy Conncils ; 
They are thy only Friends: The true Believers 
Mourn to behold thee favor this Avalla. 

TAMERLANE, 
I * me, thou out · go'ſt the Prophets Order 
And bring'ſt his venerable Name to ſhjelter 
A Rudeneſs ill becoming thee to uſe, 
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Or 
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Or me to ſuffer. When thoy nam' my Friend. 

Thou nam'ſt a Man beyond à Monbes diſcerning, 

Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior, and à Prince. 
DERFISE. 

He is a Chriſtian ; there our Law condemns him, 
Altho' he were ey'n all thou ſpeak'ſt, and more. 

TI NMER LANE. 

'Tis falſe; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuouę, 
For differing from the Rules your Schools deviſe. 
Look round, how Providence beſtows alike 
Sunſhine and Rain, to bleſs the fruitful Year, 

On different Nations, all of diſf'rent Faiths ; 
And (tho? by ſeveral Names and Titles worſhipp'd) 
Heav'n takes the various Tribute of their Praiſe ; 
Since all agree to own, at leaſt to mean, 
One belt, one greateſt, only Lord of All. 
Thus when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
He found that all was good, and bleſt the fair Variety. 
DERVYIS E. 
; Moſt impious, and profane nay, frown not, 
3 Prince. 
Full of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the Danger 

Thy angry Pow'r may threaten: I command thee 

To hear, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays 1chomet / 

Why have I made thee d. eadful to the Nations ? 

Why have I giv'n thee Conqueſt? but to ſpread 
My ſacred Law ey'n to the utmoſt Farth, 
And make my Holy Mecca the World's Worſhip ? 
60 on, and whereſoe'er thy Arms ſhall proſper, 
Plant there the Prophet's Name: with Sword and Fire 
Drive out all other Faiths, and let the World 
Confeſs him only. 

7 AMERLANE. 
Had he but commanded 

N Sword to conquer all, to make the Wor'd 
9 know 
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Know but one Lord, the Task were not ſo hard: 
Twere but to do what has been done already ; 
And Philip's Son, and Cæſar did as much: 
But to ſubdue th* unconquerable Mind, 
To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect 
Upon all Apprehenſions; to force this, 
Or this Man, juſt to think, as thou and I do; 
Impoſlible ! Unleſs Souls were alike 
In all, which differ now like Human Faces. 
DERPMFISE. 
Well might the Holy Cauſe be carry'd on, 


If Muſſulmen did not make War on Muſſulmen. 

Why hold'ſt thou Captive a believing Monarch? 

Now, as thou hop'ſ to ſcape the Prophet's Curſe, 

Releaſe the Royal Bajaxet, and join 

With Force united, to deſtroy the Chriſtians. 
TAMERLANE. 


Tis well—P ve found the Cauſe that mov'd thy Zeal. 


What ſhallow Politician ſet thee on, 

In hopes to fright me this way to Compliance ? 
DE RVISE. 

Our Prophet only. 
TAMERLANE. 

No— thou doſt belye him, 
Thou Maker of new Faiths! that dar'ſt to. build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name. 
Religion's Luſtre is by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, and ſimple from all Arts; 
You daub, and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fancies; and by adding 
Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 
Suſpect her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 


And wo'not bear all "4 hts. Hence ! I have found thee. 


RFYTSE. 


I have but one reſort. Now aid me, Prophet. [4/iae. 
Our 


Yet I have ſomewhat further to unfold ; 
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Our Prophet ſpeaks to thee in Thunder — thus 
[ * The Derviſe draws a conceal d Dagger and 
offers to tab Tamerlane. 
TAMERLANE. 
No, Villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its Worſhippers, 
: [Wreſfting the Dagger from him. 
And blaſts the Murderer's Purpoſe. Think thou Wretch, 
Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
When I ſhall doom thee —— 
DERPFISE. 
Tis but Death at laſt, 
And I will ſuffer greatly for the Cauſe 
That urg*d me firſt to the bold Deed. 
TAMERLANE. 
Oh, impious ! 
Enthuſiaſm thus makes Villains, Martyrs. 
[Pauſing.] It ſhall be ſo — To die! 'twere a Reward— 
Now learn the Difference twixt thy Faith and mine: 
Thine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 
Mine can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be ſafe: 
If thou continu'ſ ſtill to be the fame, 


Liss Puniſhment enough to be a Villain: 


If thou repent'ſt, I have gain'd one to Virtue, 

And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy. 

Hence! from my Sight — It ſhocks my Soul, to think 
That there is ſuch a Monſter in my Kind. [Exit Derviſe. 
Whither will Man's Impiety extend ? 

Oh gracious Heav'n ! doſt thou withhold thy Thunder, 
When bold Aſſaſſines take thy Name upon em, 


* And ſwear, they are the Champions of thy Cauſe? 


Enter Mo NnESsSES. 


MONESES. 


Oh Emperor | before whoſe awful Throne 2 


2 FTAMERLANE, 


k' Afflicted never kugel in vain for Juſtice, 
{ Kneching to Tamertans 
8 and min „ blaked in my Hopes, 
Here let me fall = your facred Feet, 
And groan out my Misfortunes, tl your Pity, 
(The 1 Support and Refuge that is left me) 
Shall raiſe me from the Ground, and bid me live. . 
FAMERLANE. | \ 
Riſe, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth, J 
And tell how boldly Fhat might bid thee ask, 
Leſt I ſhould make a Merit of my Juſtice, 
The common Debt I owe to thee, to All, 
Ev'n to the meaneſt of Mankind, the Charter 
By which I claim my Crown, and Heav'n's Protection: 
Speak then as to a King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow'r is lodg'd, for Righteous Ends alone. 
MONESES. | 
One only Joy, ane Bleffing, my fond Heart 
Had fix'd its Wiſhes on, and that is loft ; 
That Sifter, for whoſe Safety my fad Soul Cs 
Endur'd a thouſand Fears. — 
TAMERLANE. 
I well remember, 
When, ere the Battle join'd, I daw thee firſt, s 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love, | 3 
Thou told'ſt a moving Tale of her Misfortunes, 
Such as beſpoke my Pity. Ts there ought 
| * Thou can'ft demand from Friendſhip? ask and have it, 
| MONESES. | 
| - Firſt, oh! let me intreat your Royal Goodneſs. 
| i Forgive che Folly of a Laver's Caution, 
| That forg'd a Tale of Fallhggd to deceive you: 
Said I, ſhe was my Siſter ?P — Oh! *tis falſe, 
She holds a dearer Intereſt in my Soul, | 
Such as the cloſeſt Ties of Hood ne er knew: j 
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An Int'reſt, ſuch as Power, Wealth, and Honor 
Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beſtow ; 
She was the Miſtreſs of my Vows, my Bride, 


By Contract mine; and long ere this the Prieſt 
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Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Bajazgt —— 
TIMERLANE. 

Ha! Bajazet! — If yet his Pow'r withholds 

The Cauſe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, 
E'en Gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 
Spite of his Savage Temper, to reſtore her. 
This Morn a Soldier brought a Captiye Beauty, 
Sad tho* ſhe ſeem'd, yet of a Form moſt rare, 
By much the nobleſt Spoil of all the Field: 
Ev'n Scipio, or a Victor yet more cold, 

Might have forgot his Virtue, at her Sight. 

Struck with a pleaſing Wonder, I beheld her, 

Till by a Slave that waited near her Perſon, 

I learnt ſhe was the Captive Sultan's Wife ; 

Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangeraus Joy 

Of gazing long, and ſent her to her Lord. 
MONESES. 

There was Mongſes loſt, Too ſure my Heart 
(From the firſt mention af her wond'rous Charms) 
Preſag'd it cou'd be only my Apaſia. 

TAMERLANE. 

Arpaſia ! didſt thou fay ? 

MONESES. 
Yes, my 4 0 
TAMERLANE. 

Sure I miſtake, ,or fain I wauld miſtake thee. 

I nam'd the Queen of Bajaxet, his Wife. 
- MONESES. 

His Queen! His Wife! He brings that Holy Title 

To varniſh 0'er-the monſtrous Wrongs he has done me. 
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TAMERLANE. 
: Alas! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are juſt; 
Thou art indeed unhappy | N 
MONESES. | Ic 
| Can you pity me, Tl 
' And not redreſs? Oh, 2 [“ Kneeling. WW P 
| Thou Succor of the Wretched, reach thy Mercy, A 
To ſave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion; N 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Vouth, Sb 
Oh let not Sorrow blaſt me, leſt J wither, T. 
And fall in vile Diſhonor. Let thy Juſtice 4 
Reſtore me my Arpa/ia; give her back, : 
Back to my Wiſhes, to my Tranſports give her, Wt 
To my fond, reſtleſs, bleeding, dying Boſom ; . 
Oh! give her to me yet while I have Life | V 
To bleſs thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpafia / | 
TAMERLANE. | V 
Unhappy Royal Youth, why doſt thou ask N 
What Honor muſt deny? Ha! Is ſhe not | Cl 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy'd ? T. 
And wouldſt thou have my partial Friendſhip break T. 
That Holy Knot, which ty'd once, all Mankind T 
Agree to hold Sacred, and Undiſſolveable? | 
The Brutal Violence would ſtain my Juſtice, = 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated Name T 
To late Poſterity. EY 
 MONESES. EY 
Are then the Vows, | Bi 
The Holy Vows we regiſter'd in Heav'n, Fe 
But common Air? | 
TAMERLANE. 
Could thy fond Love forget Ts 
The Violation of a firſt Enjoyment ? A 
But Sorrow has diſturb'd and hurt thy Mind. I 


MONE SIS. 


TAM ERLAN x. 


Perhaps it has, and like an idle Madman, 


That wanders with a Train of hooting Boys, 


do a thouſand Things to ſhame my Reaſon. 


Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me 
Par, far from the World's Sight; Honor and Fame, 


Arms, and the glorious War ſhall be forgotten: 


No noble Sound of Greatneſs, or Ambition, 


. 1 
D 


Shall wake my droway Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the laſt Trump do ſummon. 


TAMERLANE. 
Let thy Virtue 
Stand up, and anſwer to theſe warring Paſſions, 


| That vex thy manly Temper. From the Moment 
When firſt I ſaw thee, ſomething wondrous noble 
| Shone thro' thy Form, and won my Friendſhip for thee, 
Without the tedious form of long Acquaintance ; 
Nor will I loſe thee poorly for a Woman. 
Come droop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
True Greatneſs, till we riſe to Immortality; 
Thou ſhalt forget theſe leſſer Cares, Mone/es, 
Thou ſhalt, and help me to reform the World. 


'MONESES. 
So the good Genius warns his mortal Charge, 


| To fly the evil Fate, that ſtill purſues him, 
| Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlane, 


Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to me: 
But oh! too deep the wounding Grief is fixt 
For any Hand to heal. 
TAMERLANE. 
This dull Deſpair 
Is the Soul's Lazineſs : Rouſe to the Combat, 


185 


And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore thee 


The Sound of Arms ſhall wake thy martial Ardor, 
And cure this amorous Sickneſs of thy Soul, 
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Begun by Sloth, and nurs'd by too much Eaſe ; 

The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 

Amidſt inglorious Shades, and purling Streams; 

In roſy Fetters, and fantaſtic Chains, 

He binds deluded Maids and ſimple Swains, 

With ſoft Enjoyments, wooes em to forget 

The hardy Toils, and Labors of the Great. 

But if the wazlike Trumpet's loud Alarms 

To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 

The Coward Boy avows his abject Fear, b 
War. 


On filken Wings ſublime he cuts the Air, 


Scar'd at the noble Noiſe, and Thunder of the 
708 x71 [ Fxeurnt, 


TAMERLANE, 187 


ACT W. & © EN: Þ & 


BaJjJAZzzE T's Tent. 


Enter Harty, and the DERYISI. 


HALY. 
O ſcape with Life from an Attempt like this, 
Demands my Wonder juſtly. 


DERVISE. 
True, it may 3 
$ But 'tis a Principle of his new Faith; 


is what his Chriſtian Favorites have inſpir'd, 


HA L. 


Who fondly make a Merit of Forgiveneſs, | 
And give their Foes a ſecond Opportunity, | 
If the firſt Blow ſhould miſs : — Failing to ſerye | 
The Sultan to my Wiſh, and ev'n deſpairing 3 
Of further means, t' effect his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriev'd my Hopes. 


ö 
ö 
' 


The Prophet, and our Maſter will reward 


| Thy Zeal in their behalf: but ſpeak thy Purpoſe. 


5 
Pc 


© Fierce Omar. 


| This Quarter of the Army, and our Guards. 


DERVYVISE. 
Juſt ent'ring here I met the Tartar General, 


HALY. 
He commands (if I miſtake not) 


DERVISF. 


TAMERLANE., 
DERPFISE. 

The ſame; by his ſtern Aſpect, and the Fires 
That kindled in his Eyes, I gueſ:'d the Tumult 
Some Wrong had rais'd in his tempeſtuous Soul ; 

A Friendſhip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 
To ask of his Concerns; In ſhorr I learn'd, 

That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Danghter, 
He had begg'd her, as a Captive of the War, 
From Tamerlane; but meeting with Denial 

Of what he thought his Services might claim, 
Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the /ta/ar, 

As Cauſe of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, 

And added to his Injuries, the Wrongs 

Our Prophet daily meets from this Axalla. 

But ſee, he comes. Improve what I ſhall tell, 
And all we wiſh is ours. 


188. 


[They ſeem to talk together aſide. 


Enter OMAR. 


O MAR. 

No — if I forgive it, 
Diſhonor blaſt my Name; was it for this 
That J directed his firſt Steps to Greatneſs ? 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is? 
When our great Cam firſt bent his Eyes towards him, 
(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 
Perſuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call'd him his Son, and Succeſſor of Empire: 
Was it for this, that like a Rock I ſtood, 
And ſtemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
Who ſcorn'd his upſtart Sway? When Calibes 
In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
To own his Cauſe, I, like his better Angel, 
Stood by his ſhaking Throne, and fixt it faſt ; 
And am I now fo loſt to his Remembrance 
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That when I ask a Captive, he ſhall tell me, 
She is Axalla's Right, his Chriſtian Minion ? 
DERVISE. 
Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not yourſelf? 
The Prize you ask is in your Power. 
OMAR. 
It is, 
And I will ſeize it in deſpite of Tamerlane, 
And that Italian Dog. 
HAL V. 
What need of Force, 
When ev'ry thing concurs to meet your Wiſhes? 
Our mighty Maſter would not wiſh a Son 
Nobler than Omar ; from a Father's Hand 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamer/axe 
Has to your Worth deny d. 
OMAR. 
Now by my Arms, 
It will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that ſhall reftore his Liberty, 
His Crown? and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
Upon his greateſt Foe? 
HALY. 
All he can ask, 
And far beyond his Wiſh.—— [Trumpets. 
OMAR. 
Theſe Trumpets ſpeak 
The Emperor's Approach; he comes, once more, 
To offer Terms of Peace; retire — within 


I will know farther, — he grows deadly to me; 


And curſe me, Prophet, if I not repay 
His Hate, with Retribution full as mortal, [ Eætunt. 


Scene 
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4 Couch. 


A SONG to Slip. By a Lady, 


O Thee, oh! gentle Sleep, alone 


1s owing all our Peace, 

By Thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By Thee aur Sorrows ceaſe. 

The Nymph, nuboſe Hand, by Fraud or Force, 
Some Tyrant bas paſſeſi d, 


By Thee, obtaining a Diworce, 


in'her-ovwon Choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh! flay; Arpaſia bids thee Pay, 


The ſadly weeping Fair 


Conjures Thee, not to loſe in Day 


The Object of her Care: 


To graſp whiſe pleafing Form joe ſought, 


That Motion chas'd her Sleep ; 


Thus by ourſelves, are oftntſt wrought 


Oh! Death! thou gentle End of human Sorrows, 


The Grieg, for which awe weep. 
ARPAS TIA. 


Still muſt my weary Eye-lids vainly wake 

In tedious ExpeQaation of thy Peace: 

Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand Doors till open, 
To take the Wretched in? if ſtern Religion 
Guards ev'ry Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance ? — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Porcia ſwallow Fire, 


When — with Griefs beyond a mortal Suff rance; 
But 
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But here it muſt not be, Think then, Apaſla, 
Think on the facred Dictates of thy Faith, 

And let that arm thy Virtie, to perform 

What Cato's Daughter durſt not, Live 4rpa/ia, 


| And dare to be unhappy. 


Enter TAME RIAN E, ad Attendants. 
TTM E R LANE. 
When Fortune ſmiles upon the Soldier's Arms, 


; And adds ev'n Beauty to adorn his Conqueſt, 
Yet ſhe erdains, the Fair ſhould know no Fears, 


No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes; 


hut ſhould be us'd ev'n nobly, as herfelf, 

| The Queen and Goddeſs of the Warrior's Vows. 
| Such Welcome, 2s a Camp can give, fair Sultaneſ, 
We hope you bave teceiv'd ; it ſhall be larger, 

And better as it may. 


ARPASIA. 
Since I have botrſe 


That miſerable Mark of fatal Greatneſs, 

| 1 have forgot all Diff rence of Conditions, | 

| Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the beſt Change my Fate can bring is Death. 


TAM ER LANE. 
When Sorrow dwells in ſuch an Angel Form, 


Well may we guüeſs, that thoſe above are Mourners; 
| Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence 
* Suffers ſome wond”rous Violation here, 
To make the Saints look ſad. Oh teach my Pow'r 
To cure thoſe Ills which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 
Leſt Heav'n ſhould wreſt it from my idle Hand, 
If I look on and ſte you weep in vain. 


ARPASIA. 
Not that my Soul diſdains the gen'rous Aid 


| Thy Royal Goodneſs proffers ; but oh! Emperor, 
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It is not in my Fate to be made Happy: 
Nor will I liften to the Cos' ner, Hope; 
But ſtand reſoly'd to bear the beating Storm, 
'That roars around me; ſafe in this alone, 
That I am not Immortal. Tho! tis hard, 
*Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee 
(Dear Native Greece) and you, ye weeping Maids, 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth : 
My noble Parents! Oh! the Grief of Heart 
'The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow: 
And yet there is a Woe ſurpaſſing all; 
Ve Saints and Angels, give me of your Conſtancy, 
If you expect I ſhall endure it long. 
TAMERLANE. 
Why is my Pity all that I can give, 
To Tears like yours? And yet I fear tis all; 
Nor dare I ask, what mighty Loſs you mourn, 
Leſt Honor ſhould forbid to give it back. 
ARPASIA. 
No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhouldſt. 
But know (tho' to the Weakneſs of my Sex 
I yield theſe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think I am born a Greek, nor doubt my Virtue : 
A Greek! from whoſe fam'd Anceſtors of old, 
Rome drew the Patterns of her boaſted Heroes: 
They muſt be mighty Evils that can vanquiſh 
A Spartan Courage, and a Chriſtian Faith. 


Enter BA I AZ E x. 


34 7AZ ET. 


To know no Thought of Reſt! to have the Mind 


Still miniſtring freſh Plagues! as in a Circle, 
Where one Diſhonor treads upon another ; 


What 
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What 


The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Favors? 


spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpoſe dark —» 


| The Peaſant Hind, begot and born to Slav'ry, 
vet dares aſſert a Husband's ſacred Right, 
And guard his homely Couch from Violation: 
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What know the Fiends beyond it? — * Ha! by Hell! 
[* Seeing Arp. and Tam. 
There wanted only this to make me mad, 
Comes he to triumph here? to rob my Love? 
And violate the laſt Retreat of Happineſs? 
TAMERLANE. 
But that I read upon thy frowning Brow, 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaſt ; 
Once more (in pity to the ſuff ring World) 
I meant to offer Peace. 
BAJAZET. 
And mean'ſt thou too 
To treat it with our Empreſs? and to barter 


ARPASIA. 
What wou'd the Tyrant? [ 4fide. 
BAFJFALET. 
Seektt thou thus our Friend{hip? 
Is this the Royal Uſage, thou didſt boaſt? 


TAMERLANE. 
The boiling Paſſion that diſturbs thy Soul, 


Unriddle what thy myſtic Fury aims at. 
BAFAZET. 
Is it a Riddle? Read it there explain'd, 
There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Rage! 


And ſhall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 
Without complaining ? 
TAMERLANE. 
If I could have wrone'd thee, 
if conſcious Virtue, and all-judging Heav'n 
Vo I. I. K Stood 
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Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd Appetite, 
| What hinder'd, but in ſpite of thee, my Captive, 
1 I might have us'd a Victor's boundleſs Pow'r, 
And ſated ev'ry Wiſh my Soul could form ? 
But to ſecure thy Fears, know, Bajaxet, 
| This is among the Things I dare not do. 
[ BAFAZET. 
A By Hell! *tis falſe; elſe, wherefore art thou preſent? 
| | What cam'ſt thou for, but to undo my Honor? 
I found thee holding amorous Parly with her, 
Gazing and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 
And bargaining for Pleaſures yet to come; 
My Life, I know, is the devoted Price ; 
| But take it, T am weary of the Pain. 
| TAMERLANE. 
| Yet ere thou raſhly urge my Rage too far, 
I warn thee to take heed: I ama Man, 
And have the Frailties common to Man's Nature ; 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 
And may be blown up to ſo fierce a Blaze, 
As Wiſdom cannot rule. Know, thou haſt touch'd me 
Ev'n in the niceſt, tend'reſt Part, my Honor. 
My Honor! which, like Pow'r diſdains being queſtion'd; 
Thy Breath has blaſted my fair Virtue's Fame, 
And mark'd me for a Villain, and a Tyrant, 
ARPASIA. 
And ſtand I here an idle Looker-on, 
To ſee my Innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous Hands, nor can revenge the Wrong ? 
Art thou a Man, and dar'ſt thou uſe me thus ? 
[Zo Bajarzet, 
1 Haſt thou not torn me from my Native Country ? 
1 From the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends? 
| From my Soul's Peace, and from my injur'd Love? 
Haſt thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, ab 
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And driv'n me to the brink of black Deſpair; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add 

A Wound more deep, to ſully my white Name, 
My Vartue ? 


BAFAZET. | 
Yes, thou haſt thy Sex's Virtues, 
Their Affectation, Pride, IIl- nature, Noiſe, 
Proneneſs to change, ev'n from the Joy that pleas'd 'em: 
So gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, 
That for another Love you would forego 
An Angel's Form, to mingle with a Devil's; 
Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wander; 
Till ev'n your large Experience takes in all | 
The different Nations of the peopled Earth. 
ARPASIA. 
Why ſought' thou not from thy own Impious Tribe 
A Wife, like one of theſe? for ſuch thy Race 
If human Nature brings forth ſuch) affords. 
Greece, for chaſte Virgins fam'd, and pious Matrons, 
Teems not with Monſters, like your Turk; Wives; 
Whom guardian Eunuchs, haggard and deform'd, 
Whom Walls and Bars make honeſt by Conftraint. 
Know, I deteſt, like Hell, the Crime thou mention'k : 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 
But that my Soul, conſcious of whence it ſprung, 
dits unpolluted in itz ſacred Temple, 
And ſcorns to mingle with a Thought ſo mean. 
TAMERLANE. 
Oh Pity ! that a Greatneſs ſo divine 


| Should meet a Fate ſo wretched, ſo unequal —— 


Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts thee : 
[To Bajazet. 

With open-handed Bounty Heav'n purſues thee, 

And bids thee (undeſerving as thou art, 

And monſtrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: 
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Whilſt thou, in Fury, doſt avert the Bleſſings, 
And art an evil Genius to thyſelf. 
BAFAZET. 

No—- Thou! thou art my greateſt Curſe on Earth, 
Thou, who haſt robb'd me of my Crown and Glory, 
And now purſu'ſt me to the Verge of Life, 

To ſpoil me of my Honor. Thou! thou Hypocrite ! 
That wear'ſt a Pageant outſide Shew of Virtue, 
To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 
'Thou rank Adulterer ! 
TAMERLANE. 

Oh! that thou wert 
The Lord of all thoſe Thouſands, that lie breathleſs 
On yonder Field of Blood: That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger, 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquiſh'd and ſinking underneath my Arm, 
To own thou haſt traduc'd me like a Villain. 
| ; BA JAZ ET. 

Ha! does it gall thee, Tartar? By Revenge, 
It joys me much, to find thou feel'ſt my Fury. 

Yes! I will echo to thee, Thou Adulterer ! 

Thou doſt profane the Name of King and Soldier, 

And like a Ruffian Bravo cam'ſt with Force 

To violate the Holy Marriage-Bed. 
TAMERLANE. 


Wert thou not ſhelter'd by thy abject State, 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juſt Anger! 


Ha! dare not? Thou haft rais'd my pond'rous Rage, 
And now it falls to cruſh thee at a Blow. 


4 

( 

My Breath, like Thunder, ſhould confound thy Pride, 
And doom thee dead, this Inſtant, with a Word. 
BAFAZET. , 

Tis falle my Fate's above thee, and thou dar'ſt not. 1 
TAMERLANE. g 

A 


A 
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A Guard there.— * Seize and drag him to his Fate. 
[© Enter a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a double Juſtice on thee, 
At once revenge myſelf, and all Mankind. 
q BAFAZET. 

Well doſt thou, ere thy Violence and Luſt 4 
Invade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and fin ſecurely. 

f TAMERLANE. 


Away! 
ARPASI1 4, tneeling. 
Oh ſtay! I charge thee, by Renown ; 
By that bright Glory, thy great Soul purſues ! 
Call back the Doom of Death. 
TAMERLANE. 
Fair injur'd Excellence, 
Why doſt thou knee], and waſte ſuch precious Pray'rs, 
(As might ev'n bribe the Saints to partial Juſtice) 
For one to Goodneſs loſt? who firſt undid thee, 
Who flill purſues, and aggravates the Wrong. 
BAFAZET. 
By Alba ! nol will not wear a Life 
Bought with ſuch vile Diſhonor.— Death ſhall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Trait'rels ! 
| ARPASIA. 
No matter, tho' the whiſtling Winds grow loud, 


And the rude Tempeſt roars, tis idle Rage; 


Oh! mark it not. But let thy ſteady Virtue 
Be conſtant to its Temper ; fave his Life, 
And fave Arpaſi a from the Sport of Talkers. 
Think, how the buſy, medling World ſhall toſs 
Thy mighty Name about, in ſcurril Mirth ; 
Shall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Deſign, 
And make ſuch monſtrous Legends of our Lives, 
As late Poſterity ſhall bluſh in reading, 
K 3 T A- 
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TAM ER LANE. 

Oh matehleſs Virtue! Yes, I will obey; 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, 
J will purſue the ſhining Path thou tread'ſt. 
Sultan, be ſafe, Reaſon refumes her Empire, 
And I am cool again. [ The Guard: releaſe Bajazet, 

Here break we off, 

Leſt farther Speech ſhould miniſter new Rage. 
Wiſely from dangerous Paffions I retreat, 
To keep a Conqueſt, which was hard to get : 
And oh! 'tis time I ſhou'd for Flight prepare, 


A War more fatal ſeems to threaten there, 

And all my Rebel-blood affifts the Fair: 

One Moment more, and I too late ſhall find, 

That Love's the ſtrongeſt Pow'r that lords it o'er the 
Mind. [Exit Tam. follow'd by the Guara;, 

BAJAZET. 
To what new Shame, what Plague am reſerv'd ? 

Why did my Stars refufe me to die warm ? 

While yet my Regal State ſtood unimpeach'd, 

Nor knew the Curſe of having One above me; 

Then too (altho* by Force I graſp'd the Joy) 

My Love was ſafe, nor felt the Rack of Doubt: 

Why haft thou forc'd this naufeous Life upon me ? 

Is it to triumph o'er me? — But] will, 

I will be free, I will forget thee all; 

The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 

Death ſhall expunge at once, and eaſe my Soul. 

Prophet, take notice, I difclaim thy Paradiſe, 

Thy fragrant Bow'rs, and everlaſting Shades, 

Thou haft plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are 


tainted. [Exit Bajazet, 
ARPASIA. 
A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my __ 
A little _ let the boly Spirits 


Keep 
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Keep on their chearful Round. It wo'not be; 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their Courſe, 

Like Drops of eating Water on the Marble, 

At length have worn my boaſted Courage down: 
I will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 

And give a looſe to Tears, and to Impatience; 
Death is at laſt my Due, and I will have it 
And ſee the poor Moncſes comes to take 

Ong fad Adieu, and then we part for ever. 


Euter MoweEesss. 


MONESES. 
Already am I onward of my way ; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 
At diſtance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious Lights of Heay'n look dim; 
'Tis the laſt Office they ſhall eyer do me, 
To view thee ance, and then to cloſe and die. 
MBPF4814. © 
Alas! How happy have we been, Mengſes # 
Ye gentle Days, that once were ours ; what Joys 
Did every chearful Morning bring along ? 
No Fears, no Jealouſies, no angry Parents, 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd ; 
But Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to bleſs ws, 
Made us a Bleſſing too to all befides. 
MONESES. 
Oh! caſt not thy Remembrance back, Arpe/ia, 
'Tis Grief unutterable, tis Diſtration ! 
But let this laſt of Hours be peaceful Sorrow 3 
| Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt Vows ; 
Ze witneſs all ye Saints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 
Be witneſs of my Truth, for you have known it; 
Be witneſs, that I never knew a Pleaſure, 
K 4 In 
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In all the World could offer, like Arpafia; 
Be witneſs, that I liv'd but in Arpaſia; 
And oh! be witneſs, that her Loſs has kill'd me. 
ARPASIA. | 
While thou art ſpeaking, Life begins to fail, 
And every tender Accent chills like Death. 
Oh! let me haſte then yet, ere Day declines, 
And the long Night prevail, once more to tell thee 
What, and how dear Moreſes has been to me. 
What has he not been ?——All the Names of Love, 
Brothers, or Fathers, Husbands, all are poor : 
Moneſes is myſelf, in my fond Heart, 
Ev'n in my vital Blood he lives and reigns; 
The laſt dear Object of my parting Soul 
Will be Mone/es ; the laſt Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaſt, ſhall ſigh Mone/es. 
MONESES. | 
It is enough! Now to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
The World and thou have made an end at once. 
ARPASIA. 
Fain would I ſtill detain thee, hold thee flill : 
Nor Honor can forbid, that we together 
Should ſhare the poor few Minutes that remain; 
I ſwear, methinks this ſad Society 
Has ſomewhat pleafing in it. Death's dark Shades 
Seem, as we journey on, to loſe their Horror : 
At near approach the Monſters form'd by Fear 
Are vaniſh'd all, and leave the Proſpect clear: 
Amidſt the gloomy Vale, a pleaſing Scene | 
With Flow'rs adorn'd, and never-fading Green, 
Inviting ftands to take the Wretched in. 
No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, 
Diſturb the Quiet of a Place ſo fair, | 
But injur'd Lovers find E/y/u there. [Exeunt, 
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Enter BAI AZ ET, Oman, HAL x, and the DERVIs E. 


BAFAZET. 

Now by the glorious Tomb that ſhrines our Prophet, 

By Mecca's ſacred Temple! here I ſwear! 

Our Daughter is thy Bride ; and to.that Gift 

Such Wealth, ſuch Pow'r, ſuch Honors will I add, 

That Monarchs ſhall with Envy view thy State, 

And own, Thou art a Demigod to them. 

Thou haſt giv'n me what I wiſh'd, Pow'r of Revenge, 

And when a King rewards, tis ample Retribution. 
OMAR. 

Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
Have ſworn to own my Cauſe, and draw theirThouſands 
To-morrow, from th'ungrateful Parthian's fide. 
The Day declining ſeems to yield to Night, 

Ere little more than half her Courſe be ended, 
In an auſpicious Hour prepare for Flight ; 
The Leaders of the Troops thro' which we paſs, 
Rais'd by my Pow'r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paſſage ſecret, and ſecure. 

DE RVIS E. 

Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 

Since by yon paſſing Torches Light, I gueſs 
To his Pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
All, who remain within theſe Tents, are thine, 
And hail thee, as their Lord. 
Ha, th' Talian Prince, 
With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forth. 
BAFAZET. 
Ha! with our Queen and Daughter ? 
O MAR. 


é They are oure; 
I mark'd the Slaves, who waited on Axalla; 
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They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on, | 
And mingled with the Crowd, nor miſs d their Lord: 
He is your Pris'ner, Sir; I go this Moment, 
To ſeize, and bring him, to receive his Doom. 
[IExit Omar, 
.BATAZET. 
Haſte, Hah, follow, and ſecure the Greet; 
Him too I wiſh to keep within my Pow'r. [ Exit Haly, 
DERVIS E. | 
If my dread Lord permit his Slave to ſpeak, 
I would adviſe to ſpare Axalla's Life, 
Till we are ſafe beyond the Parthian's Pow'r : 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold ; 
And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your . 
It might import you much. 
BAFAZET. 
Thou counſell'ſt well; 
And tho' I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Vet to ſecure my Liberty, and Vengeance, 
I wiſh he now were ours, 
DERPFISE. 
| And ſee! they come! 
Fortune repents, again ſhe courts your Side, 
And, with this firſt fair Offering of Succeſs, 
She wooes you to forget her Crime of Yeſterday, 


Jeter Onan evith AXALLA Priſoner, SK 11. 
following weeping, 
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J wo'not call thee Villain, tis a Name 
Too holy for thy Crime; to break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Maſter, 

Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth; 
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The firſt revolting Angel's Pride cou'd only 
Do more than thou haſt done. Thou copy 't well, 
And keep'ſt the black Original in view. 
OMAR. 
Do, rage, and vainly call upon thy Maſter, 
To ſave his Minion; my Revenge has caught thee, 
And 1 will make thee curſe that fond Preſumption, 
That ſet thee on, to rival me in ought. 
BAFAZET. 
Chriſtian, I hold thy Fate at my Diſpoſal. 
One only way remains to Mercy open, 
Be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 
And thou art ſafe. Thy other Choice is Death. 
OMAR. 
What means the Sultan ? 
DERFVISE. 
I conjure you, hold —— 
Your Rival is devoted to Deſtruction, | Aſide to Omar: 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate 
But for our common Safety Lilten further. [}Fhi/ppro, 
AXALLA. 

Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make: 
Since, next to Heav'n, my Maſter and my Friend 
Has Int'reſt in my Life, and till ſhall claim it. 

BAFAZET. 
Then take thy Wiſn Call in our Mutes. 


SELIM A. 
My Father, 

If yet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in Misfortune ; 
If yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 
If yet my Duty and my Love offend not, 
Oh! call your Sentence back, and fave Axalla. 

| BAFAZET.: F 4 

Riſe Salima; the Slave deſerves to die, uy 
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Who durſt, with ſullen Pride, refuſe my Mercy: 
Yet, for thy fake, once more I offer Life. 
| SELIMA. ; 
Some Angel whiſper to my anxious Soul 
What I ſhall do to fave him. Oh]! Axalla! 
Is it ſo eaſy to thee, to forſake me? 
Canſt thou reſolve, with all this cold Indiff "rence, 
Never to ſee me more? To leave me here 
The miſerable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn'd to waſte my Widow'd Virgin Youth, 
My tedious Days and Nights in lonely Weeping, 
And never know the Voice of Comfort more? 
AXALLA. 
Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Brealt ; 
Thou ſay'ſt, I am indifferent, and cold. 
Oh! is it poſſible, my Eyes ſhould tell 
So little of the fighting Storm within ? 
Oh! turn thee from me, ſave me from thy Beauties, 
Falſhood and Ruin all look lovely there; 
Oh! let my lab'ring Soul yet ſtruggle thro' ——— 
I will — I would refolve to die, and leave thee. 
BAFAZET. 
Then let him die. He trifles with my Favor; 
J have too long attended his Reſolves. 
IT: ts © # 
Oh ! ftay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; . 
| [ To Bajazet. 
A Minute is a little Space in Life: 
There is a kind Conſenting in his Eyes; 
And I ſhall win him to your Royal Will. 
Oh! my Axalla / ſeem but to conſent 
f To Axalla flat. 
Unkind and Cruel, will you then do nothing ? 
I find, I am 3 
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AXALL A. 
Oh ! labor not to hang Diſhonor on me: 
I could bear Sickneſs, Pain, and Poverty, 
Thoſe mortal Evils worſe than Death, for thee. 
But this — It has the Force of Fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. 


SELIMA. | 
See, ſee, Sir, he relents, [To Bajazet. 
Already he inclines to own your Cauſe : 
A little longer, and he is all yours, 
BAFAZET. 
Then mark how far a Father's Fondneſs yields: 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, 
And give him up till then to thy Perſuafion. 
If by that time he meets my Will, he lives; 
If not, thyſelf ſhalt own, he dies with Juſtice. 
AXALL 4. 
»Tis but to lengthen Life upon the Rack. 
I am reſoly'd already. 
SELIMA. 
Oh! be ſtill, 
Nor raſhly urge a Ruin on us both ; 
'Tis but a Moment more I have to fave thee, 
Be kind, auſpicious Alba, to my Pray'r; 
More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear ; 
Neglect Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 
[Exeunt Axalla and Selima, 
BAFAZET. 
Moneſes | —— Is that Dog ſecur'd? 
OMAR. 
He is. 


| BAFAZET. 
"Tis well My Soul perceives returning Greatneſs, 
As Naturg feels the Spring. Lightly ſhe bounds, 
And 
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And ſhakes Diſhonor, like a Burden from her, 

Once more-imperial, awful, and herſelf, 

So when of old, ve from the Titans fled, | 

Ammon's rude Front bis radiant Face bely d, 

And all the Majeſty of Heay'a lay hid. 

At length by Fate to Pow'r Divine reſtor'd, 

His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, 

The God you terrible again, and was again ador'd. 

[Excunt, 
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Enter Axr A8 14. 


ARPASIA. 


80 RE 'tis a Horror more than Darkneſs brings, 
That fits upon the Night: Fate is abroad. 
Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 
And ſcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diſtraction, 
O'er all the wretched Race of Man below: 
Not long ago, a Troop of ghaſtly Slaves 
Ruſh'd in and forc'd Moneſes from my Sight; 
Death hung ſo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That ſcarcely could he ſay— Farewel or ever, 
And yet, methinks, ſome gentle Spirit Whiſpers, 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpafia, ſigh no more. 
And ſee the King of Terrors is at hand, 
His Miniſter appears. 

Eater BAIAEZ ET and HA Tr. 


84742 E T. (asd to Haly.] 
The reſt I leave 
To thy diſpatch. For oh! my faithful Heh, 
Another Care has taken up thy Maſter ; 
Spite of the high-wrought Tempeſt in my Soul, 
opite of the Pangs, which Jealouſy has coſt me; 
7 This haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt : 
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In vain I ſtrive to put her from my Thoughts, 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge: 
Still ſhe comes back like a retiring Tide, 
That Ebbs awhile, but ſtrait returns again, 
And ſwells above the Beach. 

7 . 

f „ Wny wears my Lord 
An anxious Thought for what his Pow'r commands? 
When in an happy Hour, you ſhall ere long 
Have borne the Empreſs, from amidſt your Foes, 
She muſt be yours, be only, and all yours. 

BAFAZET. 
On that depends my Fear. Yes, I muſt have her; 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her; 
But ſuch is the Condition of our Flight, 
That ſhould ſhe not conſent, *twould hazard all, 
To bear ker hence by Force: Thus I reſolve then; 
By Threats and Pray*rs, by ev'ry way to move hers 
If all prevail not, Force is left, at laſt ; 
And I will ſet Life, Empire on the Venture, 
To Keep her mine —— Be near to wait my Will. 
[Exit Haly, 
When laſt we parted *twas on angry Terms, 
Let the Remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage is but a haſty Flame, 
That blazes out, when Love too fiercely, burns. 
.ARPASIA. 
For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
Is the hard Leſſon that my Soul has learnt ;* 
And now I ſtand prepar d for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leiſure to diſtinguiſh, 
If Love or Jealouſy commit the Violence ; 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
nn neee. 
: BATAZET. 
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BAFAZET, 

Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns ! 
And ſtill to be perverſe! It is a Manner 
Abhorrent from the Softneſs of thy Sex: 

Women, like Summer Storms, awhile are cloudy, 

Burſt out in Thunder, and impetuous Show'rs ; 

But ſtrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad, 

And all the fair Horizon is ſerene. 
ARPASIA. 

Then to retrieve the Honor of my Sex, 

Here I diſclaim that Changing and Inconſtancy; 
To Thee I will be ever, as I am. 
BAFAZET. 

Thou ſay'ſt, I am a Tyrant; think ſo till, 
And let it warn thy Prudence to lay hold 
On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee now : 
Souls form'd like mine, brook being ſcorn'd but ill; 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my Patience, 

It is a ſhort-liv'd Virtue. 
ARPASTA. 
Turn thy Eyes 
Back on' the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, 
Thou that haſt violated all Reſpects 
Due to my Sex, and Honor of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviſher! that haſt undone me, 
Ruin'd my Love! Can I have Peace with thee ? 
Impoſſible ! firſt Heav'n and Hell ſhall join, 
They only differ more. 
BAFJAZET. 
I ſee, 'tis vain, 
To court thy ſtubborn Temper with Endearments, 
Reſolve this Moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet's holy Law! thou dy'ſt. 


ARPASI A. 
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ARPASIA. 
And doſt thou think to fright me with that Fantom, 
Death? Tis the greateſt Mercy thou canſt give; 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 
One Day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long uſe, have learn'd to ſcorn it: 
Know, I diſdain to aid thy treacherous purpoſe, - 
And ſhouldit thou dare to force me, with my-Cries 
I will call Heav'n and Earth to my Aſſiſtance. 
BAJAZET. | 
Confuſion ! doſt thou brave me? But my Wrath 
Shall find a Paſſage to thy ſwelling Heart, 
And rack thee worſe, than all the Pains of Death. 
That Grecian Dog, the Minion of thy Wilhes, 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy Sight ; 
Thou ſhalt behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he ſtares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles ſtrongly, 
Ev'n in the bittereſt Agony of dying; 
Till thou ſhalt rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, 
And curſe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance. 
| ARPASIA. 
Oh ! fatal Image! All my Pow'rs give way, 
And Reſolution fickens at the Though ; 
A Flood of Paſſion riſes in my B 
And labors fiercely upward to my Eyes. 
Come all ye great Examples of my Sex, 
Chaſte Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrans ; 
Ye holy Martyrs, who with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conſtancy unſhaken, have ſuſtain'd 
The Rage of cruel Men, and fiery Perſecution ; 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to defy 
The Malice of this Fiend. I feel, I feel 
Your ſacred Spirit arm me to Reſiſtance. 
Yes, Tyrant, I will ſtand this Shock of Fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment ; _ 
en 
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Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneſes, 
BAJAZET. 
Thou talk ſt it well: But talking is thy Privilege, 
'Tis all the boaſted Courage of thy Sex ; 
Tho', for thy Soul, thou dar'ſt not meet the Danger. 
ARPASIA. 
By all my Hopes of Happineſs! I dare 
My Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n; 
Charm'd with the Joys and Beauties of that Place, 
Her Thoughts, and all her Cares ſhe fixes there, 
And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below: 
Thus Stars ſhine bright, and keep their Place above, 
Tho' ruffling Winds deform this lower World. 
3A7AZ ZET. 
This Moment is the Trial. 
ARPASIA. 
| Let it come ; 
This Moment then ſhall ſhew I am a Greek, 
And ſpeak my Country's Courage in my ſuff* ring. 
— BAFJAZET. 
Here, Mercy, I difclaim thee, Mark me, Trait'reſs ! 
My Love prepares a Victim to thy Pride, 
And when it greets thee wy *will be in Blood. 
[Exit Bajazet. 


ARPA 5 JA. 

My Heart beats higher, and my nimble — 
Ride ſwiftly throꝰ their purple Channels round: 
Tis the laſt blaze of Life: Nature revives 
Like a dim winking Lamp, that flaſhes brightly 
With parting Light, and ſtrait is dark for ever. 
And ſee my laſt of Sorrows is at hand: 
Death and Mongſes come together to me; 
As if my Stars, that had ſo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at laſt, and gave me all I wiſh. 
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Enter Mo x ESES, guarded by fome Mutel; others 


attending with a Cup of Poiſon and a Bow-ftring, 


MONESES, 
J charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 
Be ſwift to execute your Maſter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpaſia; let me tell her, 
The Tyrant i is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy ſhoots thro' 
My drooping Breaſt, as often when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my youthful Ardor forth to Battle; 
High in-my. Hopes, and raviſht with the Sound, 
J have ruſh'd eager on amidit the foremoſt, 
To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. ' 
ARPASIA. , 
If it be Happineſs, alas! to die, 
To lie forgotten in the filent Grave, 
To Love and Glory loſt, and from among 
The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, 
Nees 9— ſhall we both be happy. 
.  MONESES. 
' There i is no room for Doubt, tis certain Bliſs ; 
The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, 
Already ſeem more light, nor has my Soul 
One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the Juſtice of Hereafter ; 
But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, 
Eager to Plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
ARPASIA. 
By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow ! 
To die, appears a very nothing to me: 
But oh! Moneſes, ſhould I not allow 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sex's Tenderneſs ! 
This very Now, I could put off my Being, 


Without 
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Without a Groan ; but to behold thee die — 
Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
Nor can my Conſtancy ſuſtain this Blow. 
MONESES. 

Since thou art arm'd for all things, after Death, 
Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it 
Be frightful to thy Eyes? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, 
That vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
Ts full as grievous : All that the Mind feels 
I; much, much more.——And ſee, I go to prove it. 


Enter a Mute; he figns to the reſt, who prefer a Boww- 
firing to MoNesEs. 


ARPASIA. 
Think ere we part! 
MONESES. 
| Of What? 
ARPASI A. 
Of ſomething ſoft, 
Tender, and kind, of ſomething wond'rous fad. 
Oh! my full Soul! 
MONESES. 
- My Tongue is at a loſs, 
Thoughts crowd ſo faſt, thy Name is all I've left, 
My kindeſt ! trueſt! deareſt ! beſt Arpaſia / 
[The Mutes ſtruggle with him. 
ARPASTA. 
I have-a thouſand, thouſand Things to utter, 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains! 
Give me a Minute. Speak to me, Mongſes. 
| MONESES. 
Speak to thee? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life, 
'Tis all the uſe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off, ve Slaves ! to tell thee that my Heart 
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Is full of thee; that ev'n at this dread Moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee, 
Angels and Light itfelf are not ſo fair. 

Enter BAIA EF EKT, HaLY, and Attendants. 


BA JAZ ET. 
Ha! wherefore lives this Dog? Be quick, ye Slaves, 
And rid me of the Pain. 
MONESES. 
For only Death, 
And the laſt Night can ſhut out my Arpaſia. 
: [The Mutes ſtrangle Moneſes, 
ARPASIA. 

Oh! diſmal! 'tis not to be borne. Ye Moraliſts, 
Ye Talkers, what are all your Precepts now ? 
Patience! Diſtraction! blaſt the Tyrant, blaſt him! 
Avenging Lightnings; ſnatch him hence, ye Fiend. ! 
Love! Death! Moncſes! Nature can no more, 

Ruin is on her, and ſhe ſinks at once. [She finks down, 
BAFAZET. 
Help, Hah, raiſe her up, and bear her out. 
HALT. 
Alas! ſhe faints. 
ARPAS TA. 
No, Tyrant, *tis in vain ; 
Oh! I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r: 
The peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on me: 
Ev'n all the tedious Day of Life I've wander'd, 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes; 
At length *tis Night, and T have reach'd * home : 
Forgetting all the : Foils and Troubles palt, 
Weary Fl lay me down, and ſleep 05 ! 


[ She dies. 


BATFAZET. 
Fly, n « 
And 
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And fetch me Cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die. 
Spite of her ſullen Pride, I'll hold in Life, 
And force her to be bleſt againſt her Will, 
HALY. 
Already 'tis beyond the Pow'r of Art; 
For ſee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 
The pliant Limbs grow ſtiff, and loſe their Uſe, 
And all the animating Fire is quench'd ; 
Ev'n Beauty too is dead; an aſhy Pale 
Grows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 
Their fragrant Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath, 
That bleſt em with its Odours as it paſt, 
BIAFAZET. 
Can it be poſſible? Can Rage and Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be fo fierce, 
So mortal in a Woman's Heart? Confuſion ! 
Is ſhe eſcap'd then? What is Royalty? 
If thoſe that are my Slaves, and ſhould live for me, 
Can die, and bid Defiance to my Pow'r. 


Enter the DEtrviss. 


DERVIS E. 


The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs 
The Hour of Flight is come, and urges Haſte; 
vince he deſcries, near Tamerlane's Pavilion, 
Bright Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 
On either Hand ftretch far into the Night, 
And ſeem to form a ſhining Front of Battle. 
Behold, ev'n from this Place, thou may'ſt diſcern em. 
[ Looking out, 
BAFAZET. 
By Alha ! yes! they caſt a Day around 'em, 
And the Plain ſeems thick ſet with Stars, as Heav'n. 
Ha! or my Eyes are falſe, they move this way, 5 
Tis 
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"Tis certain ſo. Fly, Haly, to our Daughter. 
[ Exit Haly, 
Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian Prince Axalla: 
We will be gone this Minute. 


Enter O MAR. 
O MA R. 
Loft! Undone! 


BATAZET. 


What mean'ſ thou ? 
"QMNAR 


All our Hopes of Flight are loft, 


Mirwan and Zama, with the Parthian Horſe, 
Incloſe us round, they hold us in a Toil. 
| BAFAZET. 
Ha ! whence this unexpected Curſe of Chance ? 
O MAR. | 
Too late I learnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was ſuffer d by the Princeſs' Order, 
To paſs the Guard; I clove the Villain down, 
Who yielded to his Flight; but that's poor Vengeance. 
That Fugitive has rai:'d the Camp upon us, 
And unperceiv'd by favor of the Night, ; 
In Silence they have march'd to intercept us, 
e e ee 
My Daughter! oh! the Traitreſs! 
DERVIS E. 
| Yet, we have 
Axalla in our Pow'r, and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his Fav'cite's Life, on any Terms. 
O MAK. 
With thoſe few Friends I have, I for a while 
Can face their Force; if they refuſe us Peace, 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and *twill joy me, 


To drag my Foe down with me, in my Fall. { Exit Om. 
Euter 


1 
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Enter Ha Lr, with S E LIMA Weeping. 


BAFAZET, 

See where ſhe comes! with well diſſembled Innocence, 
With Truth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, 
As if ſhe durſt ev'n diſavow the Falſhood, —— 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with trifling Tears, 
For my loſt Crown, and diſappointed Vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Se/ima ! thy Father's Curſe! 
Bring forth the Minion of her fooliſh Heart 3 
He dies this Moment. 


HA LI. 
Would I could not ſpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love; the Slave who fled, 
By, whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 
3457422. 
Ha! ſayſt thou 3 
HALY. 
Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 
The Princeſs found a Means for his Eſcape. 
SE LIM A. 
am undone! ev'n Nature has diſclaim'd me! 
My Father! have I loſt you all? My Father! 
| BAFAZET. 
Talk'f thou of Nature? who haſt broke her Bands 


| Thou art my Bane, thou Witch! thou Infant Parricide ! 


But I will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel, 
I will forget the Folly of my Fondnels ; 
Drive all the Father from my Breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treach*rous Blood, 
And make thee anſwer all my great Revenge: 
Now, now, thou Traitre's. [ Ofers to Kill ber, 
| S8 E LIMA. 
Plunge che Ponyard deep! [358 embraces him, 

The Life my Father gave ſhall hear lus Summons, 

Vo I. I. L And 
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And iſſue at the Wound Start not to feel 

My Heart's warm Blood guſh out upon your Hands, 
Since from your Spring I drew the Purple Stream, 
And I muſt pay it back, if you demand it. 


BAFAZET. 
Hence! from my Thoughts! thou ſoft relenting 
Weakneſs. 
Haſt thou not giv'n me up a Prey? betray'd me? 
SELIMA. 
Oh! not for Worlds, not ev'n for all the Joys, 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradiſe can give ; 
Amidſt the Fears and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidſt the thouſand Pains of anxious Tenderne£, 
I made the gentle, kind, Axalla ſwear, | 
Your Life, your Crown, and Honor ſhould be ſafe. * 


BAFAZET. 
Away! my Soul diſdains the vile Dependance, 
No, let me rather die, die like a King: 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's Foot, 
And ſay, Have mercy on me? Hark they come, [Son 
Diſgrace will overtake my ling'ring Hand: 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, and thine, die with thee. 
[ Offers to hill bir 


SELIMA. 
For Heay'n, for Pity's ſake ! 
BAFAZET. 
No more, thou Trifler 
[She catches hold of his Arn. 
Ha! dar'ſt thou bar my Will? Tear off her Hold. 
S E LIMA. 

What, not for Life? Shou'd not I plead for Life? 
When Nature teaches ev'n the Brute Creation 
To hold faſt that, her beſt, her nobleſt Gift. 
Look on my Eyes, whom you ſo. oft have kiſt, 4 
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And ſwore they were your beſt-loy'd Queen's, my 
Mother's. | 
Behold em now ſtreaming for Mercy, Mercy! 
Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 
'Tis but for Lite I beg; is that a Boon 
So hard for me t'obtain? or you to grant? 
Oh! ſpare me! ſpare your Selima, my Father. 
BA JAZ ET. 

A lazy Sloth hangs on my Reſolution; 
It is my Selima ! — Ha! What? my Child? 
And can I murder her? —— Dreadful Imagination ! 
Again they come. I leave her to my Foes! [Shout. 
And ſhall they triumph o'er the Race of Bajazet ! 
Die, Sclima ! Is that a Father's Voice? 
Rouſe, rouſe, my Fury! yes, ſhe dies the Victim 
To my loſt Hopes, Out! out! thou fooliſh Nature 
July ſhe ſhares the Ruin ſhe has made. 
Seize her, ye“ Slaves, and ſtrangle her this Moment, 


; [ * To the Mutes. 
SELIM A. 
Oh! let me die by you! Behold my Breaſt ! 

I wo'not ſhrink ! oh ſave me but from theſe. 


| [The Mutes ſeize her. 
BAJAZ ET. | 


Diſpatch, 


SELIMA. 
RE But for a Moment while I pray, 
That Heav'n may guard my Royal Father, 


BAJAZET. 


Dogs! 


S E LIMA. 
That you may only bleſs me, ere I die. F Shut. 
| BAFAZET. 
Ye tedious Villains! then the Work is mine. 


S 2. Ms 
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Fs Bajazet runs at Selima, with his Sabord, Enter Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, Sc. Axalla gets between Bajazet 
and Selima, whilff Tamerlane and the reft drive Ba. 
Jazet and the Mutes off the Stage. 


AXALLA. | 
And am I come to ſave thee? Oh! my Joy! 
Be this the whiteſt Hour of all my Life; 
This one Succeſs is more than all my Wars, 


The nobleft, deareſt Glory of my Sword. 
SELIMA. 


Alas, Axalla, Death has been around me, 
My Coward Soul ſtill trembles at the Fright, 
And ſeems but half ſecure, ev'n in thy Arms, 

AXALLA. 

Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth ; 
Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, 
And Danger in her uglieſt Forms is here; 

Nor will the Pleaſure of my Heart be full, 


Till all my Fears are ended in thy Safety. 
| [Exeunt Axalla and Selima, 


| Eater Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, 
and Soldiers; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Derviſ, 


Priſoners. 
TAMERLANE. 

Mercy at-length gives up her peaceful Scepter, 
And Juſtice ſternly takes her turn to govern ; 
"Tis a rank World, and asks her keeneſt Sword, 
To cut up Villany of Monſtrous Growth. 
Zama, take care, that with the earlieſt Dawn, 
Thoſe Traitors meet the Fate their Treaſon merits. 

[ Pointing to Omar and the Derviſe 


[79 Bajazet.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whoſe oppreſſive 
| Violence 4 
Jas 
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Has ruin'd thoſe thou ſhould"ſt protect at home, 
Whoſe Wars, whoſe Slaughters, whoſe Aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſeſt Thirſt of Blood, that Sin of Cowards) 
Whoſe Faith ſo often giv'n and always violated, 
Have been th' Offence of Heav'n, and Plague of Earth, 
What Puniſhment is equal to thy Crimes? 
The Doom, thy Rage deſign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a Cage, like ſome deſtructive Beaſt, 
[ll have thee borne about, in public View, 
A great Example of that Righteous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine, 
BAFAZET. 
It is beneath me to decline my Fate, 
I and prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt Hate: 
Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph ſee 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free. 
Pl curſe thee with my laſt, my parting Breath; 
And keep the Courage of my Life in Death; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown : 
It cannot uſe me worſe, than this has done. 
[ Exit Bajazet guarded. 
 _TAMERLANE. 
Behold the vain Effects of Earth-born Pride, 
That ſcorn'd Heav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy'd ; 
That could the Hand, which form'd it firſt, forget, 
And fondly fay, I made myſelf be great: 
[But juſtly thoſe above aſſert their Sway, 
And teach ev'n Kings what Homage they ſhould pay, © 


Who then Rule beſt, when mindful to Obey. 
[Excunt Omnes, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEOGIRDILI. 


8 *'”. * 


When Harmony, with Beauty join d of late, 
Threaten 'd the Ruin of our ſinking State; 
Till you from whom our Being ve receive, 
In pity bid your own Creation live. 
With moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 
And fix d, once more, that ſhining Circle here. 
The Lyre you bring is half Apollo's Praiſe ; 
Be ours the Task to win and wear his Bays. 
Thin Houſes wwere before fo frequent to us, 
We wanted not a Project to undo us. 
We ſeldom ſanu your Honors but by chance, 
As ſome Folks meet their Friends in Spain and France, 

*Tevas Perſe decay'd, or Politicks improv'd, 

That had eſtrang d you thus from what you low d. 
Time was, wvhen buſy Faces were a Feſt, 

When Wit and Pleaſure were in moſt requeſt; 
When chearful Theatres with Crowds were grac d; 
But thoſe good Days of Poetry are paſt : 

Now four Reformers in an empty Pit, 


OO well we ſaw what muſt have been our Fate, 


Ms th. <= 4 "RE a mp. 


With Table- Books, as at a Lecture fit, C 
To take Notes, and give Evidence gainſt Wit. 
Thofe who were once our Friends, employ'd elſewhere, 
Are buſy now in ſettling Peace and War. 
With careful Brows at Tom's and Will's they meet, 
| And ask who did Elections loſe or get 
Our Friend has loſt it — Faith I'm forry for't, 
| He's @ good Man, and ne er was for the Court: 


H/ 


ese 


He to no Government will ſue for Grace; 

By want of Merit ſafe againſt a Place: 

By Spite a Patriot made, and ſworn H oppoſe 
All who are uppermoſt, as England'; Fees. 

Let Whig er Tory, any Side prevail, 

Still 'tis his conſtant Privilege to rail. 

Antther, that the Tax and War may ceaſe, 
Talks of the Dute of Anjou's Right, and Peace; 
And, from Spain's wiſe Example, is for taking 
A Vice-Roy of the mighty Monarch's making ; 
Who ſhould all Rights and Liberties maintain, 
And Engliſh Laws by learn'd Dragons explain. 


Here uncontroll d you may in Judgment fit : 

We'll never differ with a crowded Pit. 

Vell take you all, ev'n on your own Conditions, 

Think you Great Men, and wond"rous Politicians. 
| Ard if you ſlight the Offers which awe make you, 

M Brentford Princes auill for State/men take you. 


Come, leave theſe Politics, and follow Mis; ! 
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Duin morere, ut merita es, ferrogue averte dolorem. 
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GRACE the DUTCHESS 


OF 


O R M OV O. 


MaDpaM, 


HE Privilege of Poetry (or it may 
be the Vanity of the Pretenders 
do it) has given 'em a kind of 

Right to pretend at the ſame 

time, to the Favor of thoſe, 
whom their high Birth and excellent Quali- 
ties have placed in a very diſtinguiſhing man- 
ner above the reſt of the World. If this be 
not a received Maxim, yet I am ſure I am 
to wiſh it were, that I may have at leaſt 
ſome 


DEDICATION. 


ſome kind of Excuſe for laying this Tragedy 


at Your GR acex's Feet. I have too much 
reaſon to fear that it may prove but an in- 
different Entertainment to Your GRA E, 
ſince, if I have any way ſucceeded in it, it 
has been in deſcribing thoſe violent Paſſions 
which have been always Strangers to fo 
happy a Temper, and ſo noble and ſo exalt- 
ed a Virtue as Your GRACE is Miſtreſs 
of. Yet for all this, I cannot but confeſs 
the Vanity which I have, to hope that there 
may be ſomething ſo moving in the Mis- 
fortunes and Diſtreſs of the Play, as may 
be not altogether unworthy of Your Gx act's 
Pity, This is one of the main Deſigns of 
Tragedy, and to excite this generous Pity in 
the greateſt Minds, may paſs for ſome kind 
of Succeſs in this Way of Writing. I am 
ſenſible of the Preſumption I am guilty of 
by this Hope, and how much it is that I 
pretend to in Your GR a c e's Approbation; 
if it be my good Fortune to meet with any 
little Share of it, I ſhall always look upon 
it as much more to me than the general Ap- 
plauſe of the Theatre, or even the Praiſe of 
a good Critic. Your GRACE's Name is 
the beſt Protection this Play can hope for, 
fince the World, ill-natur'd as it is, agrees 
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in an univerſal Reſpect and Deference for 
Your GR ac E's Perſon and Character. In 
ſo cenſorious an Age as this is, where Malice 
furniſhes out all the public Converſations, 
where every Body pulls and is pulPd to pieces 
of courſe, and where there is hardly ſuch a 
Thing as being merry, but at Another's Ex- 
pence ; yet by a public and uncommon Juſtice 
to the Dutcheſs of Ormond, Her Name has 
never been mention'd, but as it ought, tho? 
She has Beauty enough to provoke Detrac- 
tion from the faireſt of Her own Sex, and 
Virtue enough to make the Looſe and Diſſo- 
lute of the other (a very formidable Party) 
Her Enemies. Inſtead of this, they agree to 
ſay nothing of Her but what She deſerves. 
That Her Spirit is worthy of Her Birth; Her 
Sweetneſs, of the Love and Reſpect of all the 
World; Her Piety, of her Religion; Her 
Service, of her Royal Miſtreſs; and Her 
Beauty and Truth, of her Lord; that in 
ſhort every part of Her Character is Juſt, 
and that She is the beſt Reward for one of 
the greateſt Heroes this Age has produc'd. 
This, Madam, is what You muſt allow 
People every where to ſay ; thoſe whom You 
ſhall leave behind You in England will have 
ſomething further to add, the Loſs we ſhall 

ſuffer 


DEDICATION. 


ſuffer by Your Gracx's Journey to Ireland, 
the Queen's Pleaſure, and the Impatient 
Wiſhes of that Nation, are about to deprive 
us of Two of our public Ornaments. But 
there is no arguing againſt Reaſons ſo preva- 
lent as theſe. Thoſe who ſhall lament Your 
GRracz's Abſence will yet acquieſce in the 
Wiſdom and Juſtice of Her MajzsrTy's 
Choice: Among all whoſe Royal Favors none 
could be ſo agreeable, upon a thouſand Ac- 
counts, to that People, as the Duke of Or- 
mand. With what Joy, what Acclamations 
| ſhall they meet a Governor, who, beſide their 
former Obligations to his Family, has ſo lately 
ventur'd His Life and Fortune for their Pre. 
ſervation? What Duty, what Submiſſion 
ſhall they not pay to that Authority which 
the Queen has delegated to a Perſon ſo dear 
to em? And with what Honor, what Re- 
ſpect ſhall they receive Your GRACE, when 
they look upon You as the Nobleſt and Beſt 
Pattern Her MajzsTy cou'd ſend 'em, of 
Her own Royal Goodneſs, and Perſonal Vir- 
tues :? They ſhall behold Your GRACE with 
the ſame Pleaſure the Eugliſb ſhall take when- 
ever it ſhall be their good Fortune to ſee You 
return again to Your Native Country. In 
England Your GRACE 1s become a public 


Concern 
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Concern, and as your going away will be at- 
tended with a general Sorrow, ſo Your Re- 
turn ſhall give as general a Joy; and to none 
of thoſe many, more than to, 


MADAM, 
Your GRACE's 


moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


N. Rowe, 


PROLOGUE, || 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


ONG has the Fate of Kings and Empires been 
| The common Bus mgſi of the Tragic Scene, 
As if Misfortune made the Throne her Seat, 
And none cou'd be unhappy but the Great. 
Dearly, tis true, each buys the Crown he wears, 
And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares: 
By foreign Foes and home-bred Factions preſt. 
Few are the Joys he knows, and ſport his Hours of Reſt. 
Stories like theſe with Wonder wwe may bear; 
But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, 
Me ne er can pity what we ne er can ſhare : 
Like diſtant Battles of the Pole and Swede, 
Which frugal Citizens oer Coffee read, 
C areleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed. 
Therefore an humbler Theme cur Author choſe, 
A melancholy Tale of private Moes: 
No Princes here lat Royalty bemnan, 
But you Hall meet with Sorrows like your wn 3; 
Here ſee imperious Love bis Vaſſals treat, 
As hardly as Ambition does the Great; x 
See how ſucceeding Paſſions rage by turns, © 


How fierce the Youth auith Foy and Rapture burns, 
And how to Death, for Beauty loſt, he mourns. 


PROLOGUE. 


Let no nice Taſte the Poet's Art arraign, 
If ſome frail vicious Characters he feign: 
o writes ſhou'd flill let Nature be his Care, | 
Mix Shades with Lights, and not paint all Things fair, c 
But fhew you Men and Women as they are. 
With Deference to. the Fair he bade me ſay, 
Fr to Perfection ever found the Way; 
Many in many Parts are known t excel, 
But tabere too hard for One to a all well; 
Whom juſtly Life would through each Scene commend, 
The Maid, the Wife, the Miſireſi, and the Friend: 
This Age tis true, has one great Inſtance ſeen, 
And Heav'n in Juſtice made that One @ Queen, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


8 C10 LTO, aNobleman of Genea, 
Father to Caliſta. { Mr. _—_— 


Altamont, a young Lord, in Love 
with Caliſta, and deſign'd her Mr. Verbruggen. 
Husband by Scis/ta, 


Horatio, his Friend. Mr. Betterton. 


Lothario, a young Lord, and Enemy 
to Altamont. © Mr. Powell. 


Refſam, his Friend. Mr. Baih. 
WOMEN. 
Caliſta, Daughter to Scio/te. Mrs. Barry. 


Lavinia, Siſter to Altamont, 118 
Wike to enn Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta. Mrs. Prince. 
Servants to Sciolto. 


SCENE, Sciolto's Palace and Garden, Wi 5:; 
with ſome part of the Street near it, in H 
GENOA, 


THE 


—— 


— ͤ— — — —— — = — — — 2 —» — mu Cit. a 


ACT I $8CB NEL 
A Garden belonging to Sciour o's Palace. 


Enter Al TAM oN and HO RATIO. 


ALTAMONT. 


E T this auſpicious Day be ever facred, 

No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it ; 

Let it be mark'd for Triumphs and Rejoicings ; 
Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
Chooſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, 
This happy Day that gives me my Ca/iffa. 

HORATIO. 
Yes, Altamont; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee : 
Sciolio's noble Hand that rais'd thee firſt, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Compleats its Bounty and reſtores thy Name 
To that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaſted, 
Before 
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Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms; 
Before that Country which he long had ſerv'd, 
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps, 
Had caſt off his white Age to Want and Wretchedneſ:, 
And made their Court to Faction by his Ruin. 
ALTAZ MONT. 
Oh great Sciolto!“ ob my more than Father! 
Let me not live, but at thy very Name 
My eager Heart ſprings up, and leaps with Joy. 
When I forget the vaſt vaſt Debt J owe thee, 
Forget! (but 'tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reafon, 
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind, 
To wander in the Deſart among Brutes, 
To bear the various Fury of the Seaſons, 
The Night's unwholſom Dew and Noon-day's Heat, 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heav'n. 
HORATIO. f 
So open, fo unbounded was his Goodneſs, 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe I was thy Friend. 
When that Great Man I lov'd, thy Noble Father 
Bequeath'd thy gentle Siſter to my Arms, 
His laſt dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendſhip, 
That happy Tye made me Sciolto's Son; 
He call'd us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſs'd us with Plenty, Jo 
Heal'd all our Cares, and ſweeten'd Love itſelf. T 
| "ALTAMONT. | A 
By Heav'n, he found my Fortunes ſo abandon d, 
That nothing but a Miracle could raiſe em; 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, 5 
Had ſtripp'd him bare, nor left him ev'n a Grave; g 
Undone myſelf, and ſinking with his Ruin. T 
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour him, 


Il I K „ << Tz I + Hy) = o—n 


> — — 


Bat 


The Fair PENITENT. 237 


But fruitleſs Tears. 
HORATTIO. 

Yet what thou couldſt thou didſt, 
And didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
Urg'd and aſſiſted by Lothario's Father, 
(Foe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs) 
By Sentence of the cruel Law forbid 
His venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, 
Thou gav'ſt thyſelf a Ranſom for his Bones; 
With Piety uncommon, didſt give up 
Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves who ne'er knew Mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, Money-loving Villains, 
Who laugh at Human Nature and Forgiveneſs, 
And are like Fiends the Factors of Deſtrudion. 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious Act, approv'd it, 
And bade Sciolto's Bounty be its Proxy, 
To bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance. 

ALTAMONT. 

But ſee he comes, the Author of my Happineſs, 
The Man who ſav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
And fatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty. 


Enter So LT0, he runs to ALTAMONT and 
embraces him. 


. S CIO LTO. 
Joy to thee, Altamont ! Joy to myſelf! 
Joy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee. 
| ALTAMONT. 
My Father! oh let me unlade my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Fulneſs of my Soul before you, 
Shew ev'ry tender, ev'ry grateſul Thought, 
This wond'rous Goodneſs ſtirs. But tis impollible, 
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And Utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much. 
SCIOLTO. 

It is enough ; I know thee, thou art honeſt; 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth hereditary 
Are in thy Mind; thy noble Father's Virtues 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth. 

| ALTAMONT.. 

Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the Excellence he gave 

SCIOLTO. 

Oh noble Youth ! I ſwear ſince firſt I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that Day of Sorrows when I ſaw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 

The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, 

I ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own: 

Thou art my Son, ev'n near me as Caliſta. 

Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; [ Embraces Hor, 

All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart; 

But wherefore waſte we thus this happy Day ? 

The laughing Minutes ſummon thee to Joy, 

And with new Pleaſures court thee as they paſs ; 

Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 

And ſwears thou com'ſt not with a Bridegroom's Haſte, 
ALTAMONT. 

Oh! cou'd I hope there was one Thought of A/tamn!, 
One kind Remembrance in Caliſta's Breaſt, 

The Winds, with all their Wings, would be too ſlow 
To bear me to her Feet. For Oh! my Father, 
Amidſt the Stream of Joy that bears me on, 
Bleſt as I am, and honor'd in your Friendſhip, 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. 

* ©7, TCTUSETYO, 
What means my Son? 
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ALTAMONT. 
| When at your Interceſfion, 
Laſt Night Califa yielded to my Happineſs, 
Juſt ere we parted, as I ſeal'd my Vows 
With Rapture on her Lips, I found her cold, 
As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; 
A riſing Storm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaſt, 
Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, X 
And then ſhe ſigh'd as if her Heart were breaking. 
With all the tend'reſt Eloquence of Love 
I begg'd to be a Sharer in her Grief ; 
But ſhe with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, 
Sadly reply'd, her Sorrows were her own, 
Nor in a Father's Power to diſpoſe of. 
© SCIOLTO.- 
Away! It is the Cozenage of their Sex, 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us: 
To ſigh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high, 
With Expectation of the coming Joy. 
Thou haſt in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women; 
The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, 
When bluſhing from the Light and public Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe flies, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Looſe ſhe loves. ¶ Exeurt. 


Enter LoTHARI O and RoOSSANO. 


LOTHARTIO. 
The Father and the Husband ! 


ROSSANO. 
Let them paſs, 


They ſaw us not; 
LOTH 4 
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LOTHARTIO. 
I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet em Face to Face, 


And gaul em with my Triumph o'er Caliſta. 


ROS SANO. 
Vou lov'd her once. 
LOTHARTO. 
J lik'd her, wou'd have marry'd her, 
But that it pleas'd her Father to refuſe me, 
To make this Honourable Fool her Husband. 
For which, if 1 forget him, may the Shame 
I mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine. 
| ROSSANO. 
She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 
LOTHARIO. 
She was, and oft in private gave me hearing, 
Till by long lining to the ſoothing Tale, 
At length her eaſy Heart was wholly mine. 
| ROSSAN®O- 
I've heard you oft deſcribe her, Haughty, Inſolent, 
And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, 
That Virtue thus defended, ſhould be yielded 


A Prey to looſe Deſires. 


LOTHARTIO. 
Hear then, I'll tell thee. 
Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Tzſcan Grape, and high in Blood, 


Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to her Chamber. 


ROSSANO. 
That Minute ſure was lucky. 
LOTHARIO. 
Oh *twas great 
I found the fond, believing, love-ſick Maid, * 
, OOle, 
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Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes: 
Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honor, 
Were charm'd to Reft, and Love alone was waking, 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. 
I ſnatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful Ardor preſt her, it 
Till with ſhort Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance, . 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happineſs. 1 
Ev'n all the live- long Night we paſs' d in Bliſs, 
In Ecſtaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 
At length the Morn and cold Indiff rence came; 
When fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
L haſtily took leave, and left the Nymph 
To think on what was paſt, and figh alone. 
 _ ROSSANO. 
You ſaw her ſoon again ? 
LOTHARTO. 
| Too ſoon I ſaw her: 
For Oh ! that meeting was not like the former ; 
I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport, 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſt'd for Enjoy ment: 
'Twas paſt, and Reaſon took her turn to reign, 
While ev'ry Weakneſs fell before her Throne. | 
ROSSANO. 7 
What of the Lady? 9 x 
LOTHARIO. 
| With uneaſy Fondneſs 
She hung upon me, wept, and ſigh'd and ſwore | 
She was undone; talk'd of a Prieſt, and Marriage; | 
Of flying with me from her Father's Pow'r ; 
Call'd ev'ry Saint and bleſſed Angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my Wife. 
I ſtarted at that Name, 
ſe, Vo I. I. M ROS. 
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ROSSANO. 
What Anſwer made you? 
LOTHARTO. 
None; but pretending ſudden Pain and Illneſs 
Eſcap'd the Perſecution: two Nights fince, 
By Meſlage urg'd, and frequent Importunity, 
Again I ſaw her. Strait with Tears and Sighs, 


With ſwelling Breaſts, with Swooning, with Diſtraction, 


With all the Subtilties and pow'rful Arts 

Of wilful Woman lab'ring for her purpoſe, 

Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Tale. 
Unmov'd, I begg'd her ſpare th' ungrateful Subject, 
Since I refolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 


Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 


Never to load it with the Marriage-Chain ; 
That I would ſtill retam her in my Heart, 
My ever-gentle Miſtrefs and my Friend 
But for thoſe other Names of Wife and Husband, 
They only meant IIl- nature, Cares, and Quarrels, 
ROSSANO. 
How bore ſhe this Reply ? 
1 O THARIO. 
Eu'n as the Earth, 
When, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires deneath 
Shaking the Mafs) ſhe labors with Deſtruction. 
At firſt her Rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 
But when the Storm found way, twas id and loud. 
Mad as the Prieſteſs of the Dz/phic God, 
Enthuſiaſtic Paſſion ſwell'd her Breaſt, 
Enlarg'd her Voice, and rufled all her Form; : 
Proud, and diſdainful of the Love I proffer'd, ©" 
She call'd me Villain! Monſter! bafe Betrayer ! * 
At laſt, in very Bitternefs of Soul, 
With deadly Imprecations on herſelf, 
She vow'd ſeverely ne'er to ſee me more; 
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Then bid me fly that Minute: I obey'd, 
And bowing leſt her to grow cool at leiſure. 
| ROSSANO. 
She has relented ſince, elſe why this Meſſage, 
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here 
This Morning? 
LOTHAR IO. 


See the Perſon whom you nam' d. 


Enter LUC1LLA. 


Well, my Ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meſſage? 
Is your Fair Miſtreſs calmer? does ſhe ſoften ? 
And muſt we love again? Perhaps ſhe means 
To treat in Juncture with her new Ally, 
And make her Husband Party to th' Agreement, 
LUCILLA. 

Is this well done, my Lord? Have you put off 
All Senſe of Human Nature? keep a little, 
A little Pity to diſtinguiſh Manhood, 
Leſt other Men, tho' cruel, ſhou'd diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Brutes. 

LOTHARTIO. 
I fee thou'ſt learnt to rail. 
LUCILLA. 
I've learnt to weep; | 

That Leſſon my fad Miſtre's often gives me; 
By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade, 
To hide her Sorrows from the prying World; 
At Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 
And liſtens to the Winds and beating Rain, 
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that "Fall as faſt. 
Then ever and anon ſhe wrings her Hands, 
And cries, Falſe ! falſe Losbaris ! 
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 LOTHARTO. 
Oh, no more! 
I ſwear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thou haſt Beauty that may make thy Fortune; 
Some keeping Cardinal ſhall dote upon thee, 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs. 
LUCILLA. - 
What! ſhall I ſell my Innocence and Youth, 
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man ! 
To Man! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing ! 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of our Sex ! 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elſe, 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Caliſfa. 
| LOTHARTO. 
Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 
I ſwear thou doſt it with with ſo good a Grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 
LUCTIL LA © 
Read there, my Lord, there, in her own ſad Lines, 
[Giving a Letter. 
Which beſt can tell the Story of her Woes, 
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindneſs gives her. 
[Lothario read. | 
Your -Cruelty— Obedience to my Father — give my Hand 
to Altamont. 
By Heav'n! 'tis well! ſuch ever be the Gifts, 
With which I * the Man whom my Soul hates. 


[ A/ede, 
But to go on! | 
2 — Heart —— Honor —— too faith: 
Weakneſs —to-morrow—laft 7. rouble—loſt Caliſta. 
Women I ſee can change, as well as Men; 
She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 
That I ſhould, bind my Brows with mournful Willow, 


ö 
NA f Yet 


— 4 > ry 4 


The FAIR PENIT ENT. 245 
Yet tell the Fair Inconſtant - — 
LUCILLA. 
How, my Lord? 
LOTHARTO. 
Nay, no more angry Words: ſay to Caliſla, 
The humbleſt of her Slaves ſhall wait her Pleaſure ; 
If ſhe can leave her happy Husband's Arms, 
To think upon ſo loſt a Thing as I am. 
LUCILLA. 
Alas! for Pity come with gentler Looks; 
Wound not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph ; 
And tho” you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 
So ſhall Diſſembling once be virtuous in you. 
| LOTHARIO. 
Ha! who comes here ? 
| LUCILLA. 
The Bridegroom's Friend, Horatio. 
Fe muſt not ſee us here; to-morrow early 
Be at the Garden Gate. 
LOTHARTO. 
Bear to my Love 
My kindeſt Thoughts, and ſwear I will not fail her. 
[ Lothario putting ap the Letter haſtily, drops it 
| @s he goes out. 


[ Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano one way, Lu- 
cilla another. 


Enter Ho RATIO. 


HORATIO. 
Sure 'tis the very Error of my Eyes: 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario; 
He ſeem'd conferring with Ca/;fa's Woman: 
At my Approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
What Bus'neſs cou'd he have here, and with her? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont | 
| M 3 Profeſt 
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Profeſt and deadly Hate What Paper's this ? 


[ Taking up the Letter, 

Ha ! To- Lothario! —*s Death! Caliſta's Name. 
| [ Opening it. 
Confuſion and Misfortune ! Reads. 


Y an UR Cruelty has at length determin'd me, and ] 


have reſolv'd this Morning to yield a perfect Obe- 
dience to my Father, and to give my Hand to Altamont, in 
ſpite of my Weakneſs for the falſe Lothario. I conld almoſt 
wiſh bad that Heart, aud that Honour to beſtow with 
it. which you hade robb'd me of : 


Damnation! to the reſ [ Reads again, 


But oh !. I fear could I retrieve em, I ſhould again be 
undone by the too faithleſs, yet tog lovely Lothario. Thi; 
is the laſt Weakneſs of my Pen, and to-morrow Hall be 
the laſt in which 1 will indulge my Eyes. Lucilla all 
conduct you, if you are kind enough to let me ſee you; it 
fall be the laſt Trouble you foall mett with from 


The loſt Calif, 


The loſt indeed! for thou art gone as far 

As there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur ! 
Hell is the ſole Avenger of ſuch Crimes, 

Oh, that the Ruin were but all thy own ! 

Thou wilt ev'n make thy Father curſe his Age; 
At fight of this black Scrowl, the gentle Allamont 


(For Oh! I know his Heart is ſet upon thee) 


Shall droop, and hang his diſcontented Head, 
Like Merit ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority, 
And never grace the Public with his Virtues. — 
Perhaps ev'n now he gazes fondly on her, 
And thinking Soul and Body both alike, 


Blefles 
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Bleſſes the perfect Workmanſhip of Heav'nz 

Then ſighing, to his ev'ry Care ſpeaks Peace, 

And bids his Heart be ſatisfy'd with Happineſs. 

Oh, wretched Husband ! while ſhe hangs about thee 
With idle Blandiſhments, and plays the fond one, 

Ev'n then her hot Imagination wandere, | 

Contriving Riot, and looſe ſcapes of Love; 

And while ſhe claſps thee cloſe makes thee a Monſter, 

What if I give this Paper to her Father ? 

It follows that his Juſtice dooms her dead, 

And breaks his Heart with Sorrow; hard Return, 

For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: +» 

Hold, let me take a Moment's Thought. 


Enter Lavinia, 


LAVINTA. 
My Lord! 
Truſt me, it joys my Heart that I have found you, 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company, 
Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended. 
They told me you had felt tome ſudden IIlneſs; 
Where are you fick? Is it your Head? your Heart? 
Tell me, my Love, and eaſe my anxious Thoughts, 
That I may take you gently in my Arms, 
Sooth you to Reſt, and ſoften all your Pains, 
| HORATLO. 
It were unjuſt: no, let me ſpare my Friend, 
Lock up the fatal Secret in my Breaſt, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet, 
| LAVINITA. 
What means my Lord? 
_ _HORATIO. 
Ha! faidſt thou, my Lavinia? 
LAVINTA. 
Alas! you know not what you make me ſuffer? _ 
| M 4 Why 
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Why are you pale? Why did you ſtart and tremble? 
Whence is that Sigh ? And wherefore are your Eyes 
Severely rais'd to Heav'n? The fick Man thus, 
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, 
Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy, 
And with Confuſion thinks upon his Audit. 
HO RATIO. 

Oh no! thou haſt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 
Sharpeſt Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilences, | 


Or any other deadly Foe to Life, 


Rather than heave beneath this Load of Thought. 
| LAYINTA. | 


Alas! what is it? wherefore turn you from me? 


Why did you falſly call me your Lavinia, 


And ſwear I was Horatio's better half, 

Since now you mourn unkindly by yourſelf, 

And rob me of my Partnerſhip of Sadneſs ? 
Witneſs, you Holy Pow'rs, who know my Truth, 


There cannot be a Chance in Life ſo miſerable, 


Nothing ſo very hard but I could bear it, 
Much rather than my Love ſhould treat me coldly, 
And uſe me like a Stranger to his Heart. 

| HORATIO. 

Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
But moſt from thee. T never knew a Pleaſure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate or good, 
But ſtrait I ran to bleſs thee with the Tidings, 
And laid up all my Happineſs with thee: | 
But wherefore, wherefore ſhould I give thee Pain ? 
Then ſpare me, I conjure thee; ask no farther; 
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And let em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows. 

WES” Li d.4* - 
It is enough; chide not, and all is well; 
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Forgive 
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Forgive me if I ſaw you ſad, Horatio, 
And ask'd to weep out part of your Misfortunes ; 
I wo'not preſs to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day, 
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont; 
For his dear ſake let Peace be in your Looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wiſhes, 
He thinks the Prieſt has but half bleſt his Marriage, 
'Till his Friend hails him with the Sound of Joy. 
HORATIO. 
Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocent: 
Simplicity from IIl, pure native Truth, 
And Candor of the Mind adorn thee ever ; 
But there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the World, 
'Twould fill thy gentle Soul with wild Amazement 
To hear their Story told. 
LAVINITA. 
Falſe ones, my Lord ? 
HORATIO. 
Fatally Fair they are, and in their Smiles, 
The Graces, little Loves, and young Deſires inhabit ; 
But all that gaze upon 'em are undone ; 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetites, 
And all the Heay*n they hope for is Variety: 
One Lover to another ſtill ſucceeds, 
Another, and another after that, 
And the laſt Fool is welcome as the former: 
Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place, 
And mingles with the Herd that went before him 
LAVYVINIA. 
Can there be ſuch? And have they Peace of Mind? 
Have they in all the Series of their changing 
One happy Hour? If Women are ſuch Things, 
How was I form'd fo different from my Sex! 
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My little Heart is fatisfy*d with you, es 
You take up all her Room; as in a Cottage 
Which harbors ſome benighted Princely Stranger, 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hoſpitality, 
Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Gueſt, 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. 
"HORAT 10. 

Oh, were they all like thee Men would adore 'em, 
And all the Bus'neſs of their Lives be loving; 
The Nuptial Band ſhou'd be the Pledge of Peace, 
And all Domeſtic Cares and Quarrels ceaſe; 
The World ſhou'd learn to love by Virtuous Rules, 
And Marriage be no more the Jeſt of Fools. [ Exe, 
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N 1 SCENE I 


A H A 1. L. 


Enter CALISTA and LUC1LLA, 


CALISTA. 


E dumb for ever, ſilent as the Grave, 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 
My ſolemn Sadneſs, with the Sound of Joy. 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent, and black Deſpair ; 
For Oh! I've gone around through all my Thoughts, 
But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loſt for ever. 
LUCILELA. 
Why do you follow ſtill that wand”ring Fire, 
That has miſ-led your weary Steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe? 
That falſe Lorhario! Turn from the Decciver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
Kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 
And faithful as the fimple Village Swain, 
That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing, 
Sighs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy. 
CALISTA. 
Away, I think not of him. My fad Soul 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene, 


Such 
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Such a Retreat as I wou'd wiſh to find; 


An uented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shade, 
Ravens, and Birds ill-omen'd, only dwell; 

No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook 

That bubbling, winds among the Weeds: no Mark 
Of any Human Shape that had been there, 

Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 
Who had long ſince, like me, by Love undens,. 
[| Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. 
il LUCILL A. 
jj Alas for Pity! | 


1 CALISTA. 
| There I fain wou'd hide me, 
| From the baſe World, from Malice, and from Same; 
| For *tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 
| | Never to live with public Loſs of Honor: 
15 *Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 
= . Of each affected She that tells my Story, 
I And bleſſes her good Stars that ſhe is virtuous. 
| | To be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 
1 And pity'd by the Men! Oh inſupportable 
1 LUCILLA. 
| | Can you perceive the manifeſt Deſtruction, 
1 The gaping Gulf that opens juſt before you, 
| And yet ruſh on, tho' conſcious of the Danger? 
| 


. 


I Oh, hear me, hear your ever-faithful Creature ; 
1 By all the Good I wiſh, by all the Ill 
1. My trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to ſee this faithleſs Man ee 
| Let me forbid his coming. 
{| te: CALISTA. 
1 | On thy Life 
1 I charge thee no; my Genius drives me on; A 
I muſt, I will behold him once again; N 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps it is the Criſis of my Fate, | 
And this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. 
My lab'ring Heart that ſwells with Indignation, 
Heaves to diſcharge the Burden ; that once done, 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 
And never beat again. 
| LUCILLA. 
Truſt not to that; 
Rage is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our — ; 
Like narrow Brooks that riſe with ſudden Show'rs, 
It ſwells in haſte, and falls again as ſoon; 
Still as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in, 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its place. 
CALISTA. 
I have been wrong'd enough to arm my Temper 
Againſt the ſmooth Deluſion ; but alas ! 
(Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me) 
A Woman's Softneſs hangs about me ſtill :. 
Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my Folly. 
I ſwear I could not ſee the dear Betrayer 
| Kneel at my Feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
But my relenting Heart would: pardon all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 
LUCILLA. 
Ve facred Powers, whoſe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good, Guard me from Men, 
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and Flatteries; 
Still let me paſs neglected by their Eyes, | 
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, 
That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane. 
CALISTA. 
Ha! Altamont? Caliſta, now be wary, 
And guard thy Soul's Acceſſes with Diſſembling ; - 
Nor let this hoſtile Husband's Eyes explore : 
The 
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The warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, 
That rage within thee, and deform thy Reaſon. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 
Be gone my Cares, I give you to the Winds, 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont ; 
For from this ſacred ra of my Love, | 
A better Order of fucceeding Days 
Come ſmiling forward, white and lucky all. 
Caliſta is the Miſtreſs of the Year, | 
She crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my Hours be good and joyful. 
CALIS 7A. 
If I was ever Miſtreſs of ſuch Happineſs, 
Oh! wherefore did I play th' unthriſty Fool, 
And wafting all. on others leave myſelf 
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort? 
ALTAMONT. 

Oh, mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane 
This thy great Feſtival with Frowns and Sadneſs ! 
I ſwear it ſha'not be, for I will wooe thee 
With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſport, 
That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame from me, 
And kindle into Joy. 

| 0411874. 
I tell thee, Aanmms, 
Such Hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
Ill-ſuited to each other; join'd, not match'd ! 
Some ſullen Influence, a Foo to both, 
Has wrought this fatal Marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, 
How very much we differ. Ey'n this Day, | 
That fills thee with ſuch Ecſtaſy and Tranſport, 


To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, ; 
x 
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Or think it better than the Day before, 

Or any other in the Courſe of Time, 

That dully took its turn, and was forgotten, 
ALTAMONT. 

If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee ; 
If ftill to love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy 
Through ey'ry Seafon, ev*ry Change of Life, 
Through wrinkled Age, through Sickneſs and Misfortune, 
Be worth the leaſt Return of grateful Love, 

O then let my Caliſta bleſs this Day, 
And ſet it down for happy. 
C4118 74A. 
Tis the Day 
In which my Father gave my Hand to Aliamont; 
As ſuch I will remember it for ever. | 


Enter Sciorro, HoraT1o, and Lavinia. 


| SCIOLTO, 
Let Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no pauſe, 
But fill up ev'ry Minute of this Day. 
'Tis yours, my Children, facred to your Loves; 
The glorious Sun himſelf for you looks gay. 
He ſhines for A/tamont and for Caliſta. 
Let there be Muſic, let the Matter touch 
The ſprightly String, and ſoftly-breathing Flute, 
Till Harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle Paſſion, 
Teach the cold Maid to loſe her Fears in Love, 
And the Fierce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. 
Begin: ev'n Age itſelf is chear'd with Muſic, 
It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth, 
Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into Tranſport. 
Here an Entertainment of Muſic and Dancing. 


SONG, 
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S O N. G. — 

By Mr. CON GREY E. per 

Oh 

| | ' #03 | Me 
A? ay! ah turn! ah, whither would you fy, Th 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid ? a 

J. follow not to Conquer, but to Die; 40 
You of the fearful are afraid. Oh 
. Ou 

In wain I call; for ſhe, like fleeting Air, | Sta] 
' When preft by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, Wi 
Flies fewifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, Th 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind. To 
$CIOLTO. n 

Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome ; Ha 


All who rejoice with me to-day are Friends: 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth. — 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe; 
Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched, 
Oh! grant ye Powers, that I may ſee theſe Happy, 
[ Pointing to Altamont and Caliſta, 
Compleatly bleſt, and I have Life enough; | 
And leave the reft indifferently to Fate. [ Exeunt. 1 


Manet Horatio. 
HORATIO. = 
[ What if, while all are here intent on Revelling, Of 


I privately went forth, and ſought Lothario ? This 
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This Letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the Wantonneſs 

Of his vain Youth, to ſtain a Lady's Fame; 

Perhaps his Malice to diſturb my Friend. 

Oh no! my Heart forebodes it muſt be true. 

Methought ev'n now I mark'd the Starts of Guilt, 

That ſhook her Soul; tho' damn'd Diſſimulation 

Skreen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to public View 

A ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. 

Oh, falſe Appearance ! What is all our Sov'reignty, 

Our boaſted Pow'r ? when they oppoſe their Arts, 

Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 

With ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 

The firſt Fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lord ; 

Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, 

He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare ; 

Nor could believe that ſuch a Heav'nly Face 

Had bargain'd with the Devil, to damn her wretched 
Race. [ Exit. 


——_—. 


SCENE I. 
The Street near Sciolto's Palace. 


Enter LoTHARIO and Rossano, 


LOTHARTO. 


T O tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts ; 
The Loſs of this fond Paper would not give me 

A Moment of Diſquiet, were it not 

My Inſtrument of Vengeance on this Altamont; 

Therefore I mean to wait ſome Opportunity 

Of ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this Morning. 


ROSSANQO. 


- 
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ROSSANO, | Th: 

T wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the Danger Lef 
Of being ſeen; to-day their Friends are round 'em, 

And any Eye, that lights by chance on you, 7 

Shall put your Life and Safety to the Hazard ul 

[T7 hey confer aſu Ml pre. 

Enter n o RAT To. Still 

HORATIO. ou 

Still I muſt doubt ſome Myſtery of Miſchief, 81 

Some Artifice beneath. Lathario's Father Wh 

I knew him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, * 

Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils, Sad 


But of a cold, unactive Hand in War; 
Yet with theſe Coward's Virtues he undid 


My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeſt Friend. bo 
This Son, if Fame miltakes not, is more hot, In b 
More open and unartful- Ha! He's here! | Seeing hin And 
LOTHARIO. To 4 
Damnation] He again!——This ſecond Time And 
To Day he has croſt me like my evil Genius. * 
| HORATIO. | 
I ſought you, Sir. 
_ ZOTHAR1IO. 
'Tis well then I am found. 
|  HORAT10. T 
"Tis well you are: The Man who wrongs my Frier A Pi 
To the Earth's utmoſt Verge. I would purſue ; Wb. 
No Place, tho* e'er ſo holy, ſhould protect him; Tot 
No Shape that artful Fear &er form'd ſhould hide hig And 
Till he fair Anſwer made, and did me Juſtice. 
' .LOTHARTO. - 8 
Ha ! doſt thou know me? that I am Lothario? 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio? Thir 
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That I ſhould baſely hide me from his Anger, 
Leſt he ſhould chide me for his Friend's Diſpleaſure ? 


HORATIO. 

The brave, 'tis true, do never ſhun the Light, 
juſt are their Thoughts, and open are their Jempers, 
Freely without Diſguiſe they love and hate, 

Still are they found in the fair Face of Day, 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
| LOTHARTIO. 

Such let 'em be of mine; there's not a Purpoſe, 
Which my Soul ever fram'd, or my Hand aQed, 
But I could we!l have bid the World look on, 

And what I once durſt_ do, have dar'd to juſtify. 
HORATIO. 

Where was this open Boldneſs, this free Spirit? 
When but this very Morning I ſurpriz'd thee, 

In baſe, diſhoneſt Privacy, conſulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary Wretch, 
To fell her Lady's Secrets, ſtain her Honor, 
And with a forg'd Contrivance blaſt her Virtue ; 
At * of me thou fled'ſt/ 


LOTHARIO. 
Ha | fled from thee? 
HORATIO. 
Thou fled'ſt! and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief, 
A Pilferer defery'd in ſome dark Corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous Intent 
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reſt, 
And do a midnight Murder on the Sleepers. 
LOTHARIO. 
Slave! Villain! [Ofers to draw, Roſſano holds him. 
ROSSANO. 
Hold, my Lord ! think where you are, 
Think how unſafe and hurtful to > your Honor, 
It 
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Tt were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
And ſhock the peaceful City with a Broil. 

 LOTHARIO. 

Then ſince thou doſt provoke my Vengeance, know 
I would not for this City's Wealth, for all 
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, 
But that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife of 4/tamont, ſhould be as public _ 
As is the Noon-day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 
Think'ſt thou I meant the Shame ſhould be conceal'd! 
Oh no! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the News 
To the dull doating Husband; now I have found him, 
And thou art he. 
HORATI . 

J hold thee baſe enough. 
To break through Law, and ſpurn at Sacred Order, 
And do a brutal Injury like this; 
Yet mark me well, young Lord, I think Caliſa 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soul, 
To be the Prey of ſuch a Thing as thou art. 
"Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
To forge a Scrowl ſo villainous and looſe, 


And mark it with a noble Lady's Name ; E 
Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt Arts of Cowards, The 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers ; Anc 
Who bred at Home in Idlenefs and Riot, Yet 
Ranſack for Miſtreſſes th' unwholſom Stews, The 
And never know the Worth of virtuous Love. Ant 
LO THA RIO. M. 

Think'ſt thou I forg'd the Letter? Think fo till, Lea 
Till the broad Shame come ſtaring in thy Face, 'Ti 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. Am 


HORATIO 
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| HORATTIO. 
Away! no Woman could deſcend fo low: 
Kipping, dancing, worthleſs Tribe you are, 
i only for yourſelves : You herd together; 
ind when the circling Glaſs warms your vain Hearts, 
You talk of Beauties that you never ſaw, 
lud fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, 
or being, ne'er were Saints, are not fo falſe | 
k the fond Tales which you recount of Love. 
.LOTHARIO. - 6 [| 
But that I do not hold it worth my Leiſure, 
could produce ſuch damning Proof — 
HORATIO. 
"Tis falſe : 
You blaſt the Fair with Lies becauſe they ſcorn you, 
Hite you like Age, like Uglineſs and Impotence; 
Rather than make you bleſt, they wou'd die Virgins, 
uud top the Propagation of Mankind. 
LOTHARIO. 
t is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, 
Ind that be thine and Altamont s: Dream on, 
Nor think upon my Vengeance, till thou feel'ſt it. 
HORATIO. 
Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel ; 
Tho' I think greatly of Caliſta's Virtue, 
and hold it far beyond thy Pow'r to hurt; 
let as the ſhares the Honor of my Altamont, 
That Treaſure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 
and kept at Life's Expence, I muſt not have 
Mark me, young Sir) her very Name profan'd. 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Speech; 
'l's held you are too laviſh: When you are met 
Among your Set of Fools, talk of your Dreſs, ö 
| Of Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and yourlelves ; S | 
' 9 is 1 
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'Tis ſafer, and becomes your Underſtandings. 
| LOTHARIO, 

What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn Order? 
And, in Defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 

Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter looſe, 
And uſe his ſacred Friendſhip for our Mirth. 
HORATIO. 
"Tis well! Sir, you are pleaſant ——- 
ILO THARTO. 
By the Joys, 
Which my Soul has uncontroll'd purſu'd, 
J would not turn afide from my leaſt Pleaſure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 
But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commoners, 
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow'ry Gardens, 
Rifle the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 
Yet r to ask the Lordly Owner's Leave. 
HO RATIO. 

What Liberty has vain preſumptuous Vouth, 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare provoke me anchaſtis'd ? 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee ſhun my Walks; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Puniſhment, 

Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 

Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n Death; 

Or ſomething worſe; an injur'd Husband's Vengeance 

Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 

And ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. 
LOTHARIO. 

Is then my Way in Genoa preſcrib'd, 

By a Dependent on the wretched Altamont, 

A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns, 

And vouches for his Valor's Reputation ? 
HORATIO. 


Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners. 
LOTHA 
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LOTHARIO. 
Orif there be a Name more vile, his Paraſite, 
\ Beggar's Paraſite! 
HORATIO. 
Now learn Humanity, 
[Offers to ftrike him, Roſſano interpoſes. 
lince Brutes and Boys are only taught with Blows. 
LOTHARTO. 1 
Damnation! $25 | dra 
Shale 7 £7 & 4 * | 
Hold, this goes no further here. 
Hiratio, tis too much; already ſee, 
The Crowd are gath' ring to us. 
L OTHARIO. 
| Oh Roſſano ! 
0rgive me way, or thou'rt no more my Friend. 
ROSSANO. © dp. 
Scolto's Servants too have ta'en th* Alarm; 
You'll be oppreſt by Numbers: be advis'd, 
Or I muſt force you hence; take't on my Word, 
You ſhall have Juſtice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my Lord. 
LOTHARTO. 
This wo'not brook Delay ; 
Weſt of the Town a Mile, among' the Rocks, 
Two Hours ere Noon to-morrow I expect thee, 
Thy ſingle Hand to mine. 
HORATTIO. 
I'll meet thee there. 
LOTHARTIO. 
To-morrow, Oh my better Stars! to-morrow 
Lxert your Influence, ſhine ſtrongly for me; 
lis not a common Conqueſt I would gain, 
dince Lore, as well as Arms, muſt grace my Triumph. 
[ Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano. 
HOR 4- 


| 
| 
| 


— 
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1 


HO RA T7100. 
Two Hours ere Noon to-morrow! Ha! ere that 

He ſees Caliſia ! Oh unthinking Fool 
What if I urg d her with the Crime and Danger? 
If any Spark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her Breaſt, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou'd I but proſper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaſter. 
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom. Fools are juſt, 
So many of your Sex wou'd not in vain, 
Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain. 
Of all the various Wretches Love has made, 
How few have been by Men of Senſe betray'd ? 
Convinc'd by Reaſon, they your Pow'r confeſs, 
Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, N 
And conſcious of your Worth, can never love you lels. 


[Ext. Wh 


ACTI », 


I 
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reer 


An Apartment in Sc IOLT o' Palace, 


4 


Enter SC1IO LTO and CALLSTA., 


SCIOLTO. | 
OW by my Life, my Honour, 'tis too much ; 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, 
Perverſe and ſullen all this Day of Joy? 
When ev'ry Heart was chear'd, and Mirth went round, 
Sorrow, Diſpleaſure, and repining Anguith, - 
Sat on thy Brow ; like ſome malignant Planet, 
Foe to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 
Who ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the World; 
When all the other Stars, with gentle Aſpett, 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. 
CALISTA. 
Is then the Task of Duty half perform'd? 
Has not your Daughter giv'n herſelf to {/tamont. 
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will, 
To an imperious Husband's lordly Rule, 
To gratify a Father's ftern Command? 
SCIOLTO. 
Doſt thou complain? 
C4118 74. 
For Pity do not frown then, 


I in deſpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 


Vor I. N | A 


7 
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A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance; B 
For Oh! that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, Sl 
Is the ſad Native of Caliſta's Breaſt, A 


And once poſſeſt will never quit its Dwelling, 

*Till Life, the Prop of all, ſhall leave the A 
To n down, and moulder into Ruin. | 

SCIOLTO. 
Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint, 

That was thy Mother, by her wond'rous Goodneſs, 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying Sweetneſs, 

I ſwear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the Light, 
Lurks underneath that Sadneſs in thy Viſage. 

But mark me well; tho' by yon Heav'n I love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can; 

Yet ſhow'dſt thou (which the Pow'rs above forbid) 
F'er ſtain the Honor of thy Name with Infamy, 

J caſt thee off, as one whoſe Impious Hands 

Had rent aſunder Nature's neareſt Ties, 

Which once divided never join again. 

To-day, I've made a noble Youth thy Husband, 
Conſider well his Worth, reward his Love, 

Be willing to be happy, and thou art fo. 


[ Exit Sciolt9. 
CALIS TA. 
How hard is the Condition of our Sex, 
Thro' ev'ry State of Life the Slaves of Man? 
In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 


| A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, : 
| And deals out Pleaſure with a ſcanty Hand : Bac 
| To his, the Tyrant Husband's Reign ſucceeds; Are 
| Proud with Opinion of ſaperior Reaſon, Whi 

He holds Domeſtic Bus'neſs and Devotion — | 

e 


All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us, 1 
Like cloiſter'd'Tdiots, from the World's Acquaintance, Who 


And all the Joys of Freedom. Wherefore are we 
Bort. 
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Born with high Souls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 
Shake off this vile Obedience they exact, 
And claim an equal Empire o' er the World? 


Euter Ho RAT Io. 


HO RATIO. 

She's here! yet Oh! my Tongue is at a Loſs: 
Teach me, ſome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gracious Words; 

Such as may ſoftly ſteal upon her Soul, 

And never waken the tempeſtuous Paſſions. 

By Heav'n ſhe weeps ! Forgive me, Fair Caliſta, 

If I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip, 

To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils 

That hurt your Peace, and quench thoſe Eyes in Tears, 
CALISTA. 

To ſteal unlook'd for on my private Sorrow, 

dpealcs not the Man of Honor, nor the Friend, 
But rather means the Spy. 
HO RATIO. 
Unkindly faid ! 
For Oh! as ſure as you accuſe me falſly, 
come to prove myſelf Caliſta's Friend. 
CALIS TA. 
You are my Husband's Friend, the Friend of A 


tamont. 


HO RATIO. 

Are you not one? Are you not join'd by Heav'n, 
Lach interwoven with the other's Fate? 
Are you not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Whoſe blended Waters are no more diſtinguiſh' d, 
But roll into the Sea, one common Flood? 
Then, who can give his Friendſhip but to one? 
Who can be Altamont's, aud not Caliſta's? 


N 2 | G Za 
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C ALIS TA. 

Force, and the Wills of our imperious Rulers, 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain; 
But Minds will ſtill look back to their own Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 

Stands on the Shore, and ſends his Wiſhes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. 
HO RATIO. 
When Souls that ſhould agree to Will the ſame, 
To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, 
Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues; 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial Bed, 
The Night ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, 
And ev'ry Day ſnall be a Day of Cares. 
C ALIS TA. | 

Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendſhip, 

Was but to tell Caliſta what a Wreich the i „ 


Alas! what needed that? 
HO RATIO. 


Oh! rather ſay, 
J came to tell her how ſhe might be happy; 
To ſooth the ſecret Anguiſh of her Soul, 
To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 
CALISTA. 

Say than, to whom this Paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the bliſsful Region? Mark my Way to it, 
For Oh! 'tis ſure, I long to be at Reſt. | 

| HORATIO. T} 

Then to be Good is to be Happy ;—Angels T, 
Are happier than Mankind, becauſe they are better. T 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow ; *tis the Fiend, T 
Th' a enging Fiend, that follows us behind 


With Whips and Stings ; the Bleſt know none of this, 
But 


ö 


But 


The FAIR PENIT ENT. 269 


But reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, 
And find the Height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs. 
C ALIS TA. 
And what bold Paraſite's officious Tongue 
Shall dare to tax Ca/ifa's Name with Guilt ? 
HORATIO. 
None ſhould ; but *tis a buſy, talking World, 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, 
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 
CALISTA. | 
What myſtic Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
Which thou wou'dſt ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 
As if it meant Diſhonor to my Virtue? * 
Away with this ambiguous ſhuffling Phraſe, 
And let thy Oracle be underſtood. 
HORATIO. \ 
Lotharia ! 
 CALISTA4. 
Ha! What wou'dft thou mean by him ? 
HORATIO. 
Lothario and Califia!——Thus they join 
Two Names, which Heav'n decreed ſhould never meet; 
Hence have the Talkers of this Topal G, 
A ſhameful Tale to tell for public Sport- 
Of an unhappy Beauty, a falſe Fair One, *: I 
Who plighted to a noble Youth her F aich, 
When ſhe had giv'n her Honor to a Wretch. 
CALISTA. 
Death! and Confuſion ! have I liv'd to this ? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly Inſolence! 
To be the Sport of a looſe Ruffian's Tongue ! 
Thus to be us'd ! thus! like the vileſt Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. 
HORATIO. 
By m and fair Truth you wrong me much; 
N 3 For, 
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For, on my Soul, nothing but ſtrong Neceſſity 
Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office : 
I came with ſtrong Reluctance, as if Death 
Had ftodd a-croſs my Way, to fave your Honor, 
Yours and Sciolto's, yours and Altamont's; 
Like one who ventures through a burning Pile, 
To fave his tender Wife with all her Brood 
Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin. 

| CALISTA. 

Ts this! is this the famous Friend of Altatront, 
For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms renown'd ? 
Is this! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow, 
That watches for Intelligence from Eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jealous Husband, 
That fills his eaſy Ears with monſtrous Tales, 
And makes him toſs, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody Revenge on his defenceleſs Wife; 
Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran mad ? de 
HORATIO. 

Alas! this Rage is vain; for if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth your Care, you muſt be calm, 
And liſten to the Means are left to fave em. Tl 
"Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate. T} 
By me your Genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 
Never to ſee that curſt Lothario more; 
Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſhunn'd 
By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons; 
Unleſs you have devoted this rare Beauty 
To Infamy, Diſeaſes, Proſtitution 

| CATLIS 74. 

Diſhonor blaſt thee, baſe, unmanner'd Slave! 
That dar'ſt forget my Birth, and ſacred Sex, 
And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd Sound. 

HORATIO. 
Here knee), and in the awful Face of Heav'n V 
Breathe 


8 wn. «. — lh — So. —_—_— 8 
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Breathe out a ſolemn Vow, never to ſee, 
Nor think, if poſſible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 
Or by my Altamont's dear Life I ſwear, 
This 2 77 Nay you mult not fly; — This Paper, 
[ Holding her. 
This ily Paper ſhall divulge your Shame 
CALISTA. 
What mean'ſ thou by that Paper? What Contrivance 
Haſt thou been forging to deceive my Father, 
To turn his Heart againſt his wretched Daughter, 
That Altamont and thou may ſhare his Wealth? 
A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The Weakneſs of my Sex.—— Oh for a Sword, 
To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 
That forg'd the Scrowl. 
HO RATIO. 
Behold, can this be forg'd? 
dee where Caliſia's Name 


[Shewing the Letter near. 
0 ALISTA. 
To Atoms thus [7 raring it.] 
Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted Falſhood, 
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame. 
HO RATIO. 
Confuſion ! | | 
CALISTA. 
Henceforth, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue: 
I am myſelf the Guardian of my Honor, 
And wo'not bear ſo inſolent a Monitor. 


Enter ALTAM ON T. 


ALTAMONT. 
Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride, 
N 4 Joy 


— — — 


— — 


\ 
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Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 

The Wiſh, and Care, and Bus'neſs of my Youth ? 
Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my Breaſt ! 
And tell her ſhe delays my Bliſs too long, 


Till my ſoft Soul ev'n ſickens with Deſire. - 


Diforder'd ! — and in Tears! Horatio too 
My Friend is in Amaze !/\—— What can it mean? 
Tell me, Califa, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift Sword may find out the Offender, 
And do thee ample Juſtice. 
| CALISTA. 
Turn to him. 
ALTAMONT. 
Horatio 
CALISTA. 
To that Inſolent. 
ALTAMONT. 
My Friend! 
Could he do this! He, who was half myſelf! 
One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 
Guided our Wills: Have I not found him juſt, 
Honeſt as Truth itſelf? And cou'd he break 
The Sanctity of Friendſhip ? Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of A/tamont in his Califta ? 
CALISTA. 

I thought what Juftice I ſhould find from thee ! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his Tale, 
Applaud his Malice, that wou'd blait my Fame, 
And treat me like a common Proſtitute. 
Thou art perhaps Confed'rate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 

ALTAMONT. | 

Oh impious ! What preſumptuous Wretch ſhall dare 
To offer at an Injury like tnat? | 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardiſe itſelf, 


Shall 


all 
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Shall fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. 

BE CALISTA. 

The Man who dar'd to do it was Horatio ! 
Thy darling Friend! Twas Altamont's Horatia! 
But mark me well! while thy divided Heart 
Dotes on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No Force ſhall drag me to thy hated Bed ; 
Nor can my cruel Father's Pow'r do more 
Than ſhut me in a Cloiſter ; there, well pleas'd, 
Religious Hardſhips will I learn to bear, 
To faſt, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'r ; 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell, 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell ; 
But bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Free from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 

Man. [Exit Caliſta, 
ALTAMONT. 

She's gone; and as ſhe went, ten thouſand Fires 
Shot from her angry Eyes, as if ſhe meant 
Too well to keep the cruel Vow ſhe made. 
Now as thou art a Man, Horatig, tell me, 
What means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks? 
As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee, 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better. 

| h HORATIO. 

I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
Has otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſeen 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Ca//a, 
Thou haſt beheld her Tears. 

ALTAMONT. 
J have ſeen her weep, 


I've ſeen that lovely One, that dear Caliſta, 


Complaining in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 
That thon my Friend! Horatio! thou hadt wrong'd her. 
| N 5 H 0. 
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HO RATIO. 
That! have wrong'd her! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and 
number ' d 1 
For ev'ry falling Tear a drop of Blood; 
It had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont! She has undone thee. 
| ALTAM O NT. 
Doſt thou join Ruin with Ca/ifa's Name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good? 
Is ſhe not more than Painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love? 
Does ſhe not come, like Wiſdom, or good Fortune, 
Replete with Bleſſings, giving Wealth and Honor? 
The Dowry which ſhe brings is Peace and Pleaſure, 
And everlaſting Joys are in her Arms. 
HORATTIO. 
It had been better thou hadſt liv'd a Beggar, 
And fed on Scraps at great Mens“ ſurly Doors, 
Than to have match'd with one ſo falſe, fo fatal. 
ALTAMONT. 
It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee : 
Becauſe I tamely bore the Wrong thou didſt her, 
Thou doſt avow the barb'rous, brutal Part, 
And urge the Injury ev'n to my Face. 
HO RATIO. 
1 ſee ſne'as got Poſſeſſion of thy Heart, 
She as charm'd thee, like a Siren, to her Bed, 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds ; 
Too late the Rocks and Quick-ſands will appear: 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithleſs Shore, 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadſt not left thy Friend, 
To follow her Deluſion. 
ALTAMONT. 
Tf thy Friendſhip 
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Do churliſhly deny my Love a Room, 
It is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 
HO RATIO. 
Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what I've been to thee? 
I ſhar'd the Task of Nature with thy Father, 
And form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Youth 
To Virtue and to Arms. 
Thy noble Father, Oh thou light young Man ! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus? One Fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouriſh'd, and together fell. 
He call'd me Friend, like thee : wou'd he have left me 
Thus? for a Woman?. nay, a vile one too? 
ALTAMONT. 
Thou canſt not, dar'ſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Caliſta. 
HORATTIO. 
I had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
And forc'd to clear myſelf; but ſince thus * 'd, 
I muſt avow I do not know a viler. 
ALTAMONT. 
Thou wert my Father's Friend, he lov'd thee well; 
A kind of venerable Mark of him 
Hangs round thee, and yore thee from my Ven- 
geance : 
I cannot, dare not lift my Sword againſt thee, 
But henceforth never let me ſee thee more. 
[ Going out. 
| HORATIO, 
J love thee ſtill, ungrateſul as thou art, 
And muſt, and will preſerve thee from Diſhionor, 
Ev'n in deſpite of thee. | [ Holds hi. 
ALTAMONT, 
Let go my Arm. 


* ORA. 
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HO RATIO. 
If Honor be thy Care, if thou wou'dſt live, 
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Husband, 
Avoid thy Bride, ſnun her deteſted Bed, 
The Joys it yields are daſh'd with Poiſon 
ALTAMONT. 
Of! 


To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 
HORATIO. 
She is polluted ! ſtain'd ! 
ALTAMONT. 
Madneſs and Raging ! 
But hence! 
HO RATIO. 
Diſhonor'd by the Man you hate. — 
ALTAMONT. 
I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy own fake, 
If Life be worth the keeping 


HORATIO. 
By Lothario. 
4LLTAMONT. 
Perdition take thee, Villain, for the Falſhood. 
[Strikes him. 
Now nothing but thy Life can make Atonement. 
HORATIO. | 
A Blow ! Thou haſt us'd me well [Drau 
ALTAMONT. 
This to thy Heart. — 
HORATIO. 
Yet hold! By Heav'n his Father's in his 
Face, 


Spite of my Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Ten- 
derneſs, 
And I cou'd rather die myſelf than hurt him. 


ALTA4- 
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ALTAMONT. 
Defend thyſelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
I ſwear the poor Evaſion ſhall not ſave thee. 
HORATIO. 
Yet hold! thou know'ſt I dare! —Think how we've 
liv'd. 
[ They fight ; Altamont preſſes on Horatio, who retires. 
Nay! then 'tis brutal Violence! And thus, 
Thus Nature bids me _ the Life ſhe gave. 


[They fight. 
LAVINxIA enters, and runs between their Swords. 


LAYVINTA. 
My Brother! my Horatio is it poſſible? 
Oh ! turn your cruel Swords upon Lavinia. 
If you muſt quench your impious Rage in Blood, 
Behold my Heart ſhall give you all her Store, 
To ſave thoſe dearer Streams that flow from yours. 
ALTAMONT, 
Tis well thou haſt found a Safe - guard; none but this, 
No Pow'r on Earth cou'd fave thee from my Fury. 
LAVINTA. 
Oh fatal, deadly Sound ! 
HORATIO. 


Safety from thee! 
Away, vain Boy! Haſt thou forgot the Reverence 


Due to my Arm, thy firſt, thy great Example, 
Which pointed out the Way to noble Daring, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a Man? 
LAVINIA. 

What buſy, medling Fiend, what Foe to Goodneſs, 
Could kindle ſuch a Diſcord? Oh! lay by 
Thoſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unleſs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, 
Should ſtretch me out at your relentleſs Feet. 
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A wretched Coarſe, the Victim of your Tam. 
HO RATIO. 

Ask ſt thou what made us Foes? twas baſe I ngratitude; 
"Twas ſuch a Sin to Friendſhip, as Heav'n's Mercy, 
That ſtrives with Man's untoward, monſtrous Wickedneſß, 
Unweary'd with forgiving, ſcarce could pardon. 

He, who was all to me, Child! Brother! Friend! 
With barb'rous bloody Malice, ſought my Life. 


—— ” 


 __fAFLTAMONT. I 

Thou art my Siſter, and I would not make thee 1 

The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 1 
Therefore thy Husband's Life is ſafe ; but warn him, 

No more to know this hoſpitable Roof. 

He has but ill repaid Sczo/to's Bounty; : A 

We muſt not meet; 'tis dangerous; farewel. g 

[He 75 going, Lavinia holds him, b 


LAVINIA. 
gay Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what 1s nearer much than Nature, 
The kind Conſent of our agreeing Minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, ftay, 
And ſpeak one gentle Word to your Horatio. 
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you Friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
The tender, ſpeechleſs Joy of Reconcilement. 
 _ALTAMONT. 
It m, ſha*not be! —— you muſt not hold me. 
 _'LAPYINITA. 
Look kindly then! 
ALTAMONT. 
Each Minute that i ſtay, 
| Is a new Injury to fair Ca/;fta. . 
From thy falſe Friendſhip to her Arms I'll fly ; 1 
There, if in an pauſe of Love I reſt, — 
Breathleſs with Bliſs, upon her panting Breaft, , 
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In broken melting Accents J will ſwear, 
Henceforth to truſt my Heart with none but her; 
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs Friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit. 
HO RATIO. 
Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
This wond'rous waſte of Tears, too much to gi 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 
| LAVINTA. 
Is there not cauſe for Weeping? Oh Horatio! 
A Brother and a Husband were my Treaſure, 
'Twas all the little Wealth that poor Lavinia | 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes, 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 
If thou ſnouldſt prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom ſhall 1 find to pity my Diſtreſs, 
To have Compaſſion on a helpleſs Wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched Head? 
HORATYTO. 
Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft Complainings? 
Tho' Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his Crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forſaken, for I'll keep thee, 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happineſs, 
Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodneſs, 
And made thee all my Portion here on Earth ; 
It gave thee to me, as a large amends, 
For Fortune, Friends, and all the World beſide. 
LAVINTA. 
Then you will love me ſtill, cheriſh me ever, 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Boſom : 
Here end my Cares, nor will I loſe one Thought, 
How we ſhall live, or purchaſe Food and —_— 


* 
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The holy Pow'r, who clothes the ſenſeleſs Earth, 
With Woods, with Fruits, with Flow'rs and verdant Graf 
Whoſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation, 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us. 
HO RAT. 
From Genoa, from Falſhood and Inconſtancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant Clime we'll go, 
Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 
For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight, 
| LAVINTA. 
Yes, I will follow thee ; forſake, for thee, 
My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho' mine's a little all; yet were it more, 
And better far, it ſhou'd be left for thee, 
And all that I wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 
So when the Merchant ſees his Veſlel loſt, 
Tho” richly freighted from a foreign Coaſt, 
Gladly, for Life, the Treaſure he wou'd give; 
And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. | 
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, 
But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, 
Cleaves to one faithfulPlank,and leaves the reſt behind. 
| [ Exeunt, 


—_ = 
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Enter ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 


I'TTH what unequal Tempers are we form'd? 
One Day the Soul, ſupine with Eaſe and Fulneſs, 
Revels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf, 

The Hour of Evil can return no more; 

The next, the Spirits pall'd, and ſick of Riot, 

Turn all to Diſcord, and we hate our Beings, 
Curſe the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, 

And Bitterneſs, and Anguiſh. Oh! laſt Night! 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back, 

For all that Maſs of Friendſhip which I ſquander'd? 
Coldneſs, Averſion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, 
Daſh'd all my Bliſs, and damp'd my Bridal Bed. 
Soon as the Morning dawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle Call of Love, 

I have loſt a Friend, and I have gain'd——a Wife! 
Turn not to Thought, my Brain ; but let me find 
Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down, 

And let forgetful Dulneſs ſteal upon me, 

To ſoften and aſſwage this Pain of thinking. [ Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter LoTRHARIO and CALIS TA. 


LOTHARIO. 
Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
Laugh in thy Eyes, and revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high, 
To light us to new Joys; nor let a Thought 
Of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee ; 
But to a long Oblivion give thy Cares, 
And let us melt the preſent Hour in Bliſs, 
CALIST A. 
Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe Endearments, 
To charm me with thy Softneſs : tis in vain ; 
Thou canſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, 
Are waſted all and fled; thoſe that remain 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſn, and Repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long Account, 
Of all the Sorrows I have known already, 
And all I have to come ; thou haſt undone me. 
LOTHARIO. 
Unjuſt Caliſta / doſt thou call it Ruin, 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, 
To wiſh. for ſomewhat exquiſitely Happy, 
And then be bleſt ev'n to that Wiſh's Height? 
To die with Joy, and ſtrait to live again, 


Speechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous Tranſport, — 


0 ALIST A. 

Oh! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it. 
"Tis deadly to Remembrance; let that Night, 
That guilty Night, be blotted from the Year, 
Let not the Voice of Mirth, or Mufic know it, 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no Stars | 
To glitter o'er it; let it wiſh for Light, 

Yet want it ftill, and vainly wait the Dawn; 


For 
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For twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 
To Sorrow, to perfidious falſe Lotharia, 
LOTHARIO. 
Hear this, ye Pow'rs! mark how the fair Deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth ; 
She calls me falſe, ev'n She, the faithleſs She, _ 
Whom Day and Night, whom Heav'n and Earth have 
heard | 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, 
Ten thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine, 
And yet, behold, ſhe has giv'n herſelf away, 
Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another, , 
Ev'n to the Man whom moſt I hate on Earth. —— 
CALISTA. 
Art thou ſo baſe to upbraid me with a Crime, 
Which nothing but thy Cruelty could cauſe ? 
If Indignation, raging in my Soul, 
For thy unmanly Inſolence and Scorn, 
Urg'd me to do a Deed of Deſperation, 
And wound myſelf to be reveng'd on thee, | 
Think whom I ſhou'd devote to Death and Hell, 
Whom, curſe, as my Undoer, but Lotharis; 
Hadſt thou been juſt, not all Scie/to's Pow'r, 
Not all the Vows and Pray'rs of fighing Altamont, 
Could have prevail'd, or won me to forſake thee, 
LOTHARIO. 
How have I fail'd in Juſtice, or in Love ? 
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at firſt ? 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, I languiſh for thee, 
My 'Tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong my Wiſhes, 
As if thou hadſt never bleſt me with thy Beauty. 
OB YL I of 0h 
How didſt thou dare to think that I would live 
A Slave to baſe Deſires, and brutal Pleaſures, 


To be a wretched Wanton for thy Leiſure, 7 
© 
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To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with ? 

My Soul diſdains thee for ſo mean a Thought. 

 LOTHARIO. 7 

The driving Storm of Paſſion will have way, 

And I muſt yield before it; wert thou calm, 

Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haſt doom'd, 

Has yet a thouſand tender Things to plead, 

To charm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. 


Emer behind them ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 
I have loft my Peace — Ha! do I live and wake! — 
CALIST A. 

Hadft thou been true, how happy had I been? 
Not Altamont, but thou hadſt been my Lord. l 
But wherefore nam'd I Happineſs with thee? 

It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt ; 

For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, 
Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ſtain'd, 

My Honor loſt to thee ; for thee it haunts me, 
With ſtern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me; 
With Altamont complaining for his Wrongs _— 


ALTAMONT. 
Behold him here — - [ Coming forward. 
CALISTA. | 
Ahl [Starting 
Ar 


The Wretch ! whom thou haſt made, 
Curſes and Sorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, 
And Vengeance is the only Good is left. [ Drawing. 
| LOTHARIO. 
Thou haſt ta'en me ſomewhat unawares, tis true; 
But Love and War take turns like Day and Night, 
And little Preparation ſerves my turn, 


Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field, 
| We've 


rr a Ed 


The FAIR PENIT ENT. 285 


We've long been Foes, this Moment ends our Quarrel; 
Earth, Heav'n, and fair Caliſta judge the Combat. 
CALISTA. 
Diſtration! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and Death! 
ALTAMONT... | 
Thou haſt talk'd too' much, thy Breath is Poiſon 
to me, 
It taints the ambient Air; this for my Father, 
This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont. 
[They fight; Lothario is wounded once or tavice, 
and then falls. 18 
LOTHARIO. 
Oh, Altamont ! thy Genius is the ſtronger, 
Thou haſt prevail'd !—My fierce, ambitious Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
Yet let not this Advantage ſwell thy Pride, 
I conquer'd in my turn, in Love I triumph'd : 
Thoſe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Fate; 
That ſweet Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, 
Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Dies. 
C ALIS T4. 
And what remains for me, beſet witli Shame, 
Encompaſs d round with Wretchedneſs? There is 
But this one way, to break the Toil, and ſcape. 

[She catches up Lothario's Sæuord, and offers to kill 
herſelf; Altamont runs to her, and wreſts it 
from her. 

ALTAMONT. 
What means thy frantic Rage ? 
CALISTA. | 
Off! let me go. 
ALTAMONT. 
Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me: yet ſtill, 
Still art thou here! and my Soul ſtarts with Horror, 


At thought of any Danger that may reach thee. C4 
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CALISTA. 

Think*ft thou IT mean to live? to be forgiv'n ? 
Oh! thou haſt known but little of Cala; 
If thou hadſt never heard my Shame, if only 
The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had ſeen it, 
J wou'd not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
But dig down deep to find a Grave beneath, 
And hide'me from their Beams. 

SCIOLTO within. 
| What ho! my Son! 
ALTAMONT. 

Tt is Sciolto calls; come near and find me; 

The wretched'ſt Thing of all my Kind on Earth. 
CALISTA. 

Is it the Voice of 'Thunder, of my Father ? 
Madneſs! Confuſion ! let the Storm come on, 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me, 
Daſh my devoted Bark; ye Surges, break it; 
"Tis for my Ruin that the Tempeſt riſes. 
When I am loſt, ſunk to the Bottom low, 
Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again. 


Enter SC10LT 0, 


SCIOLTO. 

Ey n now Ro//ans leap'd the Garden Walls 
Ha! Death has been among you—- Oh my Fears! 
Laſt Night thou hadſt a Diff rence with thy Friend, 
The Cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one; 
Didſt thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth? 


Anſwer me quick 
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ALTAMONT. 

Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak, 
Ev'n now my Heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you; ſee that Body, 
And * my Shame! my Ruin! Oh Caliſta 10 
S CIO LTO. 


The Fal R PRNIT ENT. 287 


SCIOLTO. 
It is enough! but I am flow to execute, 
And Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hand; 
Thus let me wipe Diſhonor from my Name, 
And cut thee from the Earth, thou Stain to Goodneſs 
[Offers to Kill Caliſta, Altamont holds him. 
ALTAMONT. 
Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh Father, ſtay, 
Or turn the Point on me, and thro' my Breaſt 
Cut out the bloody Paſſage to Caliſta; 
So ſhall my Love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wilh'd to live. 
CALISTA. 

No, Altamont! my Heart, that ſcorn'd thy Love, 
Shall never be indebted to thy Pity ; 

Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 

Still I have ſomething of Sciolto's Virtue. 

Yes! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Juſtice, 

Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow, 

Be merciful, and free me from my Pain, 

'Tis ſharp, 'tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe 

The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heav'n, and Thee, 

Ev'n Thee, thou venerable good old Man, 

For being Author of a Wretch like me. 
ALTAMONT. 

Liſten not to the Wildneſs of her Raving. 
Remember Nature! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
Defile that Hand, fo juſt, ſo great in Arms, 

Her Blood wou'd reſt upon thee to Poſterity, 
Pollute thy Name, and ſully all thy Wars. 
CALISTA. 

Have I not wrong'd his gentle Nature much ? 
And yet behold him pleading for my Life. 

Loft as thou art to Virtue, Oh Caliſta! 
I think thou canſt not bear to be outdone z 
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Then haſte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 
| SCIOLTO. 
Thy pious Care has giv'n me time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a Crime; then reſt, my Sword; 
To Honor have I kept thee ever ſacred, 
Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh Revenge: 
But, mark me well, I will have Juſtice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpuniſh'd, 
J will fee Juſtice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Roman Strictneſs; and thou, Nature, 
Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 
Be ſtill, thy tender Strugglings are in vain. 
CALISTA. 
Then am I doom d to live, and bear your Triumph? 


To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidir ge, 


Daily to be reproach'd, and have my Miſery 

At Morn, at Noon, and Night told over to me, 

Leſt my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 

And grant a Moment's Interval of Peace ; 

Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father ? 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

SCI/OLTO. 
Hence from my Sight, thy Father cannot bear 

thee ; | 

Fly with thy Infamy to ſome dark Cell, 

Where on the Confines of eternal Night, 

Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiſh dwell ; 

Where ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head, 

And Death and Hell deteſted Rule maintain; 

There how! out the Remainder of thy Life, 


And wiſh thy Name may be no more remember'd. 


CAL ISTA. 
Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal Place, 
And be more curſt than you can wiſh T were; 
This fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 
| Faſting, 
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Faſting, and Tears, and Hardſhip ſhall deſtroy ; 
Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know, 
Nor ought that may continue hated Life. 
Then when you ſee me meagre, wan and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
On that cold Earth I mean ſhall be my Grave, 
Perhaps you may relent, and ſighing ſay, 
At length her Tears have waſh'd her Stains away, 
At length *tis. time her Puniſhment ſhould ceaſe ; 
Die thou, poor ſuff ring Wing and be at Peace. 
| [Exit Caliſta. 
 $CIOLTO. 
Who of my Servants wait there? 


Enter. two or three Servants. 


On your Lives 
Take care my Doors be guarded well, that none 
Paſs out, or enter, but by my Appointment. 
[ Exeunt Servants, 
ALTAMONT. 

There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction: 
My Father, I am ſick of many Sorrows, 
Ev'n now my eaſy Heart is breaking with em, 
Yet, above all, one Fear diſtracts me moſt, 
I tremble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 
On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 

SCIOLTO. 

Haſt thou not read 'what brave Virginius did? 
With his own Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
To ſave her from the fierce Decemwvir's Luſt, 
He ſlew her yet unſpotted, to prevent 
The Shame which ſhe might know. Then what ſhou'd 

I do? 

But thou haſt ty'd my Hand. I wo'not kill her 
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Vet by the Nuin ſhe has brought upon us, 
The common 8 that brands us both, 
— She ſha'not "ape. | 
A L TA M ONT. 
You mean that ſhe ſhall die then? 
SCIOL TO. 
Ask me not what, nor how I have refoly'd, 
For all within ts Anarchy and Uproar. 
Oh Altamont ! what a vaſt Scheme of Joy 
Has this one Day deftroy'd! Well did 1 
This Daughter would have bleſt my latter Days, 
That I ſhou'd live to fee yon the World's Wonder; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you. 
While I, from buſy Life and Care ſet free, 
Had ſpent the Evening of my Age at home, 
Among a little prattling.Race of yours : 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then 
Lain down and ſlept in Peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and Shame muſt bring me to my Grave; 


Oh damn her! damn her ! 
Enter a Servant. 


 SERFANT. | 
- Arm yourſelf, my Lord; 
Roſſano, who but now eſcap'd the Garden, 
Has gather'd in the Street a Band of Rioters, 
Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Ruin, 
Unleſs Lothario be return'd in Safety. 
| $CIOLTO. 
By Heav'n, their Fury rifes to my Wiſh, 
Nor ſhall Misfortune know my Houſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, ſhall pay me, 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curſt with. 
I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 
As any in the State; all mall be ſummon d: 
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I know that all will join their Hands to ours, 

And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raiſe the Body, 

And bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him dearly, 

I will have blood for Ranſom : When our Force 

Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword, 

To join with us, and facrifice to Juſtice. 

[Exit Sciolto. 

[ The Boch of Lothario is carried off by Servants. 


Manet ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 
There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes; 
A diſmal ſullen Stillneſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like ſilent Death, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. | 
Wou'd it were Death, as ſure tis wond'rous like it, 
For I am fick of Living, my Soul's pall'd, 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge; 
Love was th' informing, active Fire within, 
Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth. 
LA tumultuous Noiſe with claſhing of Swords 
as at a little diſtance. 


Enter LAVI NIA with two Servants, their Swords drawn. 


LAVINITA. 
Fly, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatio's Aid, 
Nor loſe your vain officious Cares on me; 
Bring me my Lord, my Husband to my Arms ; 
He is Lavinia's Life, bring him me ſafe, 
And I ſhall be at cafe, be well and happy. 
[ Exeunt Servants. 
ALTAMONT. 
Art thou Lævinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 
Could wrong thy poor, defencelefs Innocence, 
| O 2 And 
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And leave ſuch Marks of more than ſavage Fury? 
LAVINIA. 
My Brother! O my Heart is full of Foun: 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds.—— 
Not far from hence, as paſſing to the Port, 
By a mad Multitude we were ſurrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 
And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lotbario. 
My Lord, with ready Boldneſs, ſtood the Shock, 
To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vain, 
Had not a Party from Sciolto's Palace, 
Ruſh'd out, and ſnatch'd me from amidſt the F. ray. 
ALTAMONT. 
What of my Friend ? 
LAYVINIA. 
Ha! by my Joys 'tis he, 
[ Looking out. 
He Wi he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe ! — 


Enter Ho AAT Ho, with two or three Servants, 
their Swords drawn. 


1 SERYANT. 

»Twere at the utmoſt Hazard of your Life 
To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger ; 
Their Number trebles ours. 

HORATIO. 
No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that Traitor, 
My honeſt Soul is mad with Indignation, 
'To think her Plainneſs could be ſo abus'd, 
As to miſtake that Wretch, and call him Friend; 
I cannot bear the Sight. 
| ALTAMONT. 

Open thou Earth, 

Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark Boſom, 
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To hide me from Horatio. 
HO RATIO. 

Oh Lavinia! 

Believe not but I joy to ſee thee ſafe: 

Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us hither; 

I cou'd ev'n with, we rather had been wreckt 

On any other Shore, than ſav'd on this, 
LAVINTITA. 

Oh, let us bleſs the Mercy that preſerv'd as, 
That gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, 

Offer Forgiveneſs too; be thou like Heav'n, 
And put away th' Offences of thy Friend, 
Far, far from thy Remembrance. 
ALTAMONT. 
: T have mark'd him, 
To ſee if one forgiving Glance ſtole hither, 
If any Spark of Friendhip were alive, 
That wou'd, by Sympathy,. at meeting glow, 
And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew z: 
'Tis loſt, 'tis gone, his Soul is quite eſtrang'd, 
And knows me for its Counter-part no more. 
HORATTO. 

Thou know'ſt thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio, 
Nor canſt thou ask in vain, command in vain, 
Where Nature, Reaſon, nay, where Love is Judge; 
But when you urge my Temper, to comply 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 

LAVYVINIA. 

Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy Hate? 
It was not in thy Nature to be thus; 

Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful, 
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friendſhip, 
The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs, 
The double Joys, where each is glad for both; 


O 3 * riendſhip, 
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Friendſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength, 
Secure againſt ill Fortune, and the World. 
HO RATIO. 
J am not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive; but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and rouſes my Reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
1 own I cannot eaſily forgive it. 
ALTAMONT. 
Thou haft forgot me. 
HORATIO. 
No. 
ALTAMONT. 
Why are thy Eyes 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and fierce ? 
_HORATIO. 
Becauſe they ſpeak the Meaning of my Heart, 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a Villain, 
ALTAMONT. 
I have wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
HORATIO. 
True, thou haſt; 
When I forget it, may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe perfidious Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Britiſb Husband. 
ALTAMONT. 
I've wrong'd thee much, and Heav'n has well aveng d it. 
I have not, fince we parted, been at Peace, 
Nor known one Joy fincere ; our broken Friendſhip 
Purſu'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love, 
Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with 
Horror. 
Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, | 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me down. | 


Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame, have torn my _ | 
ey 
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They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 
And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year. 
LAFVINI A. 
So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
To loſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſs, 
And have their Odors ſtifled in the Duſt: 
Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? 
Canſt thou behold thy Altamont undone ? | 
That gentle, that dear Youth? canft thou behold him, 
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Viſage, 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ſtand unmoy'd ? 
HO-RATTIO. 
The Brave and Wiſe I pity in Misfortune, 
But when Ingratitude and Folly ſuffers, 
'Tis Weakneſs to be touch'd. 
ALTAMONT. 
I wo'not ask thee 
To pity or forgive me; but confeſs, 
This Scorn, this Inſolence of Hate is juſt; 
Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee, 
But Oh! Had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding Softneſs in my Heart 
Cou'd ne'er have ſtood it out, but I had ran, 
With ſtreaming Eyes and open Arms, upon thee, 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe ! | 
HORATIO. 
I muſt hear no more, 
The Weakneſs is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame fond Wretch, ' 
LAVINIA. 
Where wou' dſt thou go? 
Wou' dſt thou part thus? You ſha” not, tis impoſſible; 
For I will bar thy Paſſage, kneeling thus: 
Perhaps thy cruel Hand' may ſpurn me off, 
But I will throw my Body in thy way, 
O4 ' And 
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And thou ſhalt trample o'er my faithful Boſom, 

Tread on me, wound me, kill me ere thou paſs. 
ALTAMONT. 

Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia, 

I have enough to rid me of my Pain. 

Califia, thou hadſt reach'd my Heart before; 

To make all ſure, my Friend repeats the Blow : 

But in the Grave our Cares ſhall be forgotten, 


There Love and Friendſhip ceaſe. [Fall. 
[Lavinia runs to him, and endeawors to raiſe him. 
LAYINIA | 


Speak to me, Altament. 

He ſaints! he dies! Now turn and ſee thy Triumph. 
My Brother ! But our Cares ſhall end together ;. 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, 
Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then ſhare it with thee, 
And never ſee my cruel Lord again. 

Horatio runs te Altamont, and raiſes him in his Arn: 

rise. 

It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont / 
My ſtubborn, unrelenting Heart has kill'd him. 
Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou liv'ſt. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentleneſs too far; ¶ He revives. 
Do thou and my Lawinia both forgive me; 
A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; 
I cannot ſpeak——T love! forgive! and pity thee, — 

ALTAMONT. 

I thought that nothing could have ſtay'd my Soul, 
That long ere this her Flight had reach'd the Stars; 
But thy known. Voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinks I fam wou'd ſet all right with thee, 

Make up this moſt unlucky Breach, and then, 
With thine and Heav'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 
Shrink to my e and be at eaſe for ever, 


HO RATIO. 


The FAIR PENITENT. 297 


HORATIO. 
By Heav'n my Heart bleeds for thee ; ev'n this 
Moment, . 

I feel thy Pangs of diſappointed Love. 
Is it not Pity that this Youth ſhould fail, 
That all kis wond'rous Goodneſs ſhou'd be loſt, 
And the World never know it? Oh, my Altamont! 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear 'em for thee, 
And ſhelter thee from Ruin, 

LAVINIA. 

Oh my Brother ! 

Think not but we will ſhare in all thy Woes, 
We'll fit all Day, and tell fad Tales of Love: 
And when we light upon ſome faithleſs Woman, 
Some Beauty, like Ca/ifa, falſe and fair, 
We'll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there ; 
We'll curſe the Nymph-that drew the Ruin on, 


And mourn the Youth that was like thee undone. 
43 ¶Extcunt. 
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A TTV. SCENE I. 


A Room hung with Black; on one fide Lothario's 
Body on-a Bier; ou the other, a Table, with 
a Scull and other Bones, a Book and 4 
Lamp on it. | 


CallsTa i diſcever'd on a Couch in Black; her Hair 
hanging loofe and tiſorder'd : After Mufic and a Song, 
He riſes and comes forward. 


<&-© G. 
| K 


EAR, you Midnight Phantoms hear, 
You who pale and wan appear, 

And fill the Wretch, who wakes, auith Fear. 
You who wander, ſcream, and gran 
Round the Manſions once your own, 
You, whom ſtill your Crimes upbraid, 
You, who reſt not with the Dead; 
From the Coverts where you ſtray, 

- Where you lurk, and ſhun the Day, 
From the Charnel and the Tomb, 
Hither haſte ye, hither come, 


| | 11. ch 


- 


a: 
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Chide Califta for Delay, . * 
Tell her 'tis for her, you fay; 

Bid ber die, and come away. 

See the Sexton with his Spade, 

See the Graue already) made; 

Liften, Fair One, to thy Knell, 


This Muſic is thy paſſing Bell. 
: CALISTA. 


'Tis well! cheſe Solemn Sounds, this Pompof Horror, 


Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul; 
Here's room for Meditation ev'n to Madneſs, 
'Till the Mind burſt with Thinking. This dull Flame 
dleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 
To tell me ſomething; ——for Inſtruction then 
He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 
And Penitence ; —— 1s it become an Art then? 
A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownmen 
Can teach us to do over? I'll no more on't; 
¶ Throwing awvay the Buck, 
I have more real Anguiſh in my Heart, 
Than all their Pedant Diſcipline e er knew. 
What Charnel has been rifled for theſe Bones ? 
Fy! this is Pageantry ;z——they look uncoothly. 
But what of that? If he or ſhe that own'd em, 
Safe from Diſquiet fit, and ſmile to fee 
The Farce their miſerable Relics play. 
But here's a Sight is terrible indeed ; 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothar; 
That dear Perfidious— Ah!—how pale he looks 
How grim with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead Eyes! 
Aſcend, ye Ghoſts, fantaſtic Forms of Night, 
In all your diff rent dreadful Shapes aſcend, 


And 


300 The FAIR PENIT ENT. 
And match the preſent Horror, if you can. 


Exter Sc10 LT 0, 


| SCTOLTO. 

This Dead of Night, this ſilent Hour of Darkneſs, 
Nature for Reſt ordain'd, and ſoft Repoſe; 
And yet Diſtraction, and tumultuous Jars, 

Keep all our frighted Citizens awake : 

The Senate, weak, divided and irreſolute, 

Want Pow'r to ſuccour the afflicted State. . 
Vainly in Words and long Debates they're Wile, | 
While the fierce Factions ſcorn their peaceful Orders, 
And drown the Voice of Law in Noife and Anarchy. 
Amidſt the general Wreck, ſee where ſhe ſtands, 


[Pointing to Caliſta. 


Like Helen, in the Night when Troy was ſack' d, 
Spectatreſs of the Miſchief which ſhe made. 
CALISTA. 
It is Sciolto ! be thyſelf, my Soul; 

Be ſtrong to bear his fatal Indignation, 

That he may ſee thou art not loſt ſo far, 

Bat ſomewhat ftill of his great _ lives 

In the TENT Caliſta. | 

Cor 7 O. 

Thou wert once 


My Daughter. 
C 4115874 


Happy were it I had Ws 
And never loſt that Name. | 
SCIOLTO. _ 
That's ſomething yet. 
Thou wert the very Darling of my Age; 
J thought the Day too ſhort to gaze upon thee, 
That all the Bleflings I cou'd gather for thee, 
By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'n, 
| Were 
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Were little for my Fondneſs to beſto ; - 
Why, didſt thou turn to Folly then and curſe me? 
CALISTA. 
Becauſe my Soul was rudely drawn from yours ; 
A poor imperfect Copy of my Father, | 
Where Goodneſs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void 
Fill'd up with light Belief, and eaſy Fondneſs; 
It was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a Woman. 
SCIOLTO. 
Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a Che- 
rubin; x 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loſt, 
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haſt thou e er dar'd to meditate on Death? 
CALISTA. 
I have, as on the End of Shame and Sorrow. 
SCIOLTO. . 
Ha! anſwer me! ſay, haſt thou coolly thought? 
"Tis not the Stoic's Leſſons got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertations, 
That can ſuſtain thee in that Hour of Terror : 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Trial comes, they ſtart, and ſtand aghaſt ; 
Haſt thou conſider d what may happen aſter it? 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to anſwer? 
CALISTA. 
I've turn'd my Eyes inward upon myſelf, 
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all waſte; 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. 
$SC/OLTO. 
'Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breaſts, when Rome 
Was Miſtreſs of the World. I wou'd go on, 2 | 
„ n [1 
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And tell thee all my Purpoſe, but it ſticks 
Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Way. 
CALISTA. 
Then Spare the Telling, if it be a Pain, 
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here. 
S CIO LTO. 


Oh! truly gueſs'd—fceft chou this trembling Hand 


a | { Ha/ding up a Dagger. 
Thrice Juſtice urg'd——and thrice the ſlack ning Si- 
news 
Forgot their Office, and confeſt the Father; 
At length the ſtubborn Virtue has prevail'd; 
It muſt, it muſt be fo——Oh! take it then, 


{ Gewing the Dagger, 


And know the reft untaught. 
CALISTA. 
I underſtand you, 
It is but thus, and both are ſatisfy'd. 
[She offers to hill berſelf, Sciolto catches bold of 
SCIOLTO. 
A Moment, give me yet a Moments ſpace. 
The fern, the rigid Judge has been obey'd ; 
Now Nature, and the Father, claim their turns. 
I've held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 
And put off ev'ry tender, human Thought, 
To doom my Child to Death; but ſpare my Eyes 
The moſt unnatural Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain ſplit, and grow mad with Horror. 
 _CALISTA. 
Ha! Is it poſſible? and is there yet 
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs, 
For poor, undone Caliſſa, in your Heart? 
| | SCIOLTO. 
Oh! when J think what Pleaſure I took in thee, k 
| What 
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What Joys thou gav'ſt me in thy prattling Infancy, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
How I have ſtood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 
Then lifted up my Hands, and wondring bleſt thee; 
By my ſtrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
I could curſe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honor, 
For making me thy Father, and thy Judge; 
Thou art my Daughter ſtill. 
CALISTAH. | 
For that kind Word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth; 
Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodneſs; 
Oh! *tis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Parricide, that murders with her Crimes, 
Shortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 
Ere little more than half his Years be number'd. 
SCIOLTO. 
Wou' d it were otherwife—but thou muſt die. 
CALISTA. 
That I muſt die! it is my only Comfort ; 


Death is the Privilege of Human Nature, K 


And Life without it were not worth our taking; 
Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mourner, 
Fly ſor Relief, and lay their Bardens down. 
Come then, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 
Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my Father's Pity and Forgiveneſs, 
More than if Angels tun'd their Golden Viols, 
And ſung a Requiem to my parting Soul. 
SCIOLTO. 


I'm ſummon'd hence, ere this my Friends expect me, 


There is I know not what of ſad Preſage, 

That tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee more; 

If it be ſo, this is our laſt Farewel, 

And theſe the parting Pangs, which Nature feels, 


When 
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When Anguiſh rends the Heart-ſtrings Oh! my 
Daughter ! [ Exit Sciolto, 
CALISTA. 4 
Now think, thou curſt Ca/ifa, now behold [ 
'The Deſolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 0 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 1 


That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ; 

Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfe& Natures, 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict Inquiry for Offences, 

But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray'r: 

Cheap Recompence! here twou'd not be receiv'd, 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 

And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution. 
And ſee, another injur'd Wretch is come, 

To call for Juſtice from my tardy Hand. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 
Hail to you Horrors! hail thou Houſe of Death! 
And thou the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, 
Whoſe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee, 


I'll number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; T 
And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry, Her | 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. Tea 
C4115 74A. Her. 
I know thee well, thou art the injur d Altamont, In Ic 
Thou com'ft to urge me with the Wrongs I've done 
thee ; 


But know I ftand upon the Brink of Life, 
And in a Moment mean to ſet me free 


From Shame, and thy Upbraiding. 
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ALTAMONT. 
__  Falfly, falſly 
Doſt thou accuſe me; when did I complain, 
Or murmur at my Fate? For thee I have 
Forgot the Temper of Halian Husbands, 
And Fondneſs has prevail'd upon Revenge; 
I bore my load of Infamy with Patience, 
As holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'n, 
Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee; 
Oh! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loſs, 
To wiſh ſome better Fate had rul'd our Loves, 
And that Ca/ifa had been mine, and true. 
| " "FOTLIFTH2. | 
Oh, Altamont / 'tis hard for Souls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiſs ; 
But Oh! behold my proud, diſdainful Heart, 
bends to thy gentler Virtue ; yes, I own 
duch is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs, and Love, 
duch are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, 
That were I not abandon'd to Deſtrudion, 
With thee I might have liv'd, for Ages bleſt, 
Ard dy'd in Peace within thy faithful Arms. 
ALTAMONT. 
Then Happineſs is ſtill within our reach ; 
Here let Remembrance loſe our paſt Misfortunes, 
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story ; 
Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on 
In long ſucceſſive Order. 
r 
What! in Death? 
ALTAMONT. 
Then art thou fix'd to die — But be it fo, 
Ve'll go together, my advent'rous Love 
chall follow thee to thoſe uncertain Beings ; 
hether our lifeleſs Shades are doom'd to wander 
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In gloomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghoſts; 
Or whether thro' the upper Air we fleet, 
And tread the Fields of Light, {till I'll purſue thee, 
Till Fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 
CALISTA. 

Oh no l. Heav'n has ſome better Lot in ftore 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy long; 
Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſerve thy Goodneſs, 
Some kind unpraQtis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liften'd to the falſe Ones of thy Sex, 
Nor known the Arts of ours; ſhe ſhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with Sweetneſs, Beauty, and with Truth, 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. 


Enter HoR ATI o. 


HORATIO.. 
Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable Pair, 
For now the Meaſure of your Woes is full. 
ALTAMONT. 
What doſt thou mean, Horatio ? 
H ORATIO. 
Oh! 'tis dreadful : 
The great, the — Scioke dies this Moment. 
C4118 7A. 
My Father ! 
| ALTAMONT. 
That's a deadly Stroke indeed. 
HORATIO. 
Not long ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden ; 
I heard which way he toak, and ftrait purſu'd him, 
But found him. compaſs'd by Lothario's Faction, 
Almoſt alone, amidſt a Crowd of Foes ; 


Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them *. 
e 
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Fre that his frantic Valor had provok'd 
The Death he ſeem'd to wiſh for from their Swords. 
| CALIST A. 

And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth ? 
Doſt thou not labor with my murd'rons Weight? 
And you, ye glitt'ring heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 

Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 
For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, 

And Nature ſickens at me; reſt, thou World, 

This Parricide ſhall be thy Plague no more ; 


Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. [Stabs herſelf. 
| HORATI1O. 
Oh! fatal Raſhneſs! 
ILTAMONT. 


Thou doſt inſtru me well; to lengthen Life, 
I; but a Trifle now. 
[Altamont offers to kill himſelf; Horatio prevents 
him, and wreſts bis Sword from him. 

HORATIO. 
Ha! what means 

The frantic Altamont ? Some Foe to Man, 

Has breath'd on ev'ry Breaſt contagious Fury, 

And epidemic Madneſs. 


Enter SC1017T oO, pale and bloody, ſupported 
Servants. f 


CALISTA. 
Oh, my Heart ! 

Well may'ſt thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed 
Thy vital Stream is waſted, and runs low. 
My Father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 
If after all my Crimes, and all your Suff rings, 
call you once again by that dear Name? 
Will you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide Wounds, 

it up your Hand, and bleſs me ere I go 


Down 
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Down to my dark Abode ? 
SCIOLTO. 

Alas! my Daughter 
Thou haſt raſhly ventur'd in a ſtormy Sea. 
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and loſt; 
But ſure thou'ſt borne thy part in all the Anguiſh, 
And ſmarted with the Pain; then reſt in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And ſave thee from the Malice of Poſterity; 


And. mayꝰſt thou find with Heav'n the ſame Forgiveneſ, 


As with thy Father here. — Die, and be happy. 
. 

Celeſtial Sounds! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 
And ev'ry Pain grows leſs — Oh ! gentle Alla mont, 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone, 
But pity me Had I but early known 
Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man, 
We had been happier both: Now *tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold thee, 
Thou art their laſt dear Objec, — Mercy, Heav'n 


[ She din, 


ALTAMONT. 

Cold! dead and cold! and yet thou art not chang'd, 
But lovely ſtill! Hadſt thou a thouſand Faults, 
What Heart ſo hard, what Virtue ſo ſevere, 
But at that Beauty muſt of force relented, 
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Forgiveneſs ? 

8'CFO@ STO. -- 

Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object; Altamont, 
Come near, and let me blefs thee ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio I bequeath 
My Fortunes — Lay me by. thy noble Father, 
And love my Mem'ry as thou haſt done his, 
For thou haſt been my Son.— Oh! gracious Heav'n 
Thou that haſt endleſs Bleſſings till in tore, 


For 
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For Virtue, and for filial Piety, 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head ; 
Let Honor, Greatneſs, Goodneſs ftill be with him, 
And Peace in all his Ways. [ He dies. 
ALTAMONT. 
Take, take it all; 
To thee, Horatio, I reſign the Gift, 
While I purſue my Father and my Love, 
And find my only Portion in the Grave. 
HORATTIO. 
The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth, 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. 
Raiſe him, and bear him in. [Altamont js carried off. 
By ſuch Examples are we taught to prove, 
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love; 
Death, or ſome worſe Misfortunes, ſoon divide 
The injur'd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride: 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 
Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it faſt, 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE 


| V 
Spoken by Mrs. Bzacec1rDLE, who 
; La 


Dearly ſoe paid for Breach of good Bebawiar, 

Nor could her loving Husband"s Fondneſs. ſave her. 

Italian Ladies lead but ſcerwy Lives, 

There's dreadful dealing with eloping Wives ; 

Thus tis, becauſe theſe Husbands are obey d 

By Force of Laws, which for themſebves they made. 
With Tales of old Preſcriptions they confine 


OU fee the tripping Dame could fond no Favor, &n 


7 he Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And huff, and domineer, by Right Divine. 
Had we the Pow'r, we'd make the Tyrants know 
What tis to fail in Duties which they ore; 
We'd teach the ſant'ring Squire, who loves to roam, 
Forgetful of his own dear Spouſe at home, 
Who ſuores at Night ſupinely by her Side, 
Nawas not for this the nuptial Knot avas ty d. 
The plodding Petty-fogger, and the Cit, 
Hare learn d at leaft this modern way of Wit : 
Each ill-bred ſenſelæſi Rogue, tho nt'er fo dull, 
Has th Impudence to think his Wife a Fool; 
He ſpends the Night, obere merry Mags reſort, 
* With joking Clubs, and Eighteen-penny Port; 
While jhe poor Scul's contented to regale, 
By a ſad Sea-coal Fire, with Wigs and Ale. 
Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace, 
And fill an abſent Husband's empty Place: 


if 
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If you wou'd e er bring Conſtancy in Faſhion, 

You Men muſt firſt begin the Reformation. 

Then ſhall the golden Age of Love return, 

No Turtle for her aband ring Mate ſhall mourn, 

No foreign Charms ſhall cauſe domeſtic Strife, 

But ev'ry married Man fhall toaſt his Wife ; 

Phillis all not be to the Country ſent, 

Fir Carnivals in Town to keep a tedious Lent: 
Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious Scandal die, 

And all hall live in Peace, like my good Man and J. 
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Stultorum Regum & Populorum continet JE fius 
Rurſus quid Virtus, & quid Sapientia poſſit 
Utile propoſuit Nobis Exemplar Ulyſſem. 
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To the Right Honorable 


SIDNEY Lord GODOLPHIN, 


Lord High-Treaſurer of England, and Knight 
of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


of a great Qu E EN, and the 
Love of Your Country, have fo 
FAST juſtly engag'd Your Lordſhip, 
Dae would allow any Leiſure to run 

back and remember thoſe Arts 
and Studies, which were once the Grace and 
Entertainment of Your Lordſhip's Youth ; 
have Preſumption enough to hope, that 
this Tragedy may, ſome time or other, find 
an Hour to divert Your Lordſhip. Poetry, 
which was ſo venerable to former Ages, as 
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in many Places to make a Part of their Re- 
ligious Worſhip, and every where to be had 
in the higheft Honor and Eſteem, has miſe- 
rably languiſh'd and been deſpis'd, for want 
of that Favor and Protection which it found 
in the famous Auguſtan Age. Since then, it 
may be aſſerted, j4>" ln 6 any Partiality to 
the preſent Time, it never had a fairer Pro- 
ſpect of lifting up its Head, and returning to 
its former Reputation, than now: And the 
beſt Reaſon can be given for it, is, that it 
ſeems to have a particular Hope from, and 
Dependence upon Your Lordſhip, and to ex- 
pect all juſt Encouragement, when thoſe Great 
Men, who have the Power to protect it, have 
ſo delicate and polite a Taſte and Under- 
ſtanding of its true Value. The reſtoring and 
preſerving any Part of Learning, is ſo gene- 
rous an Action in itſelf, - that it naturally falls 
into Your Lordſhip's Province, ſince every 
thing that may ſerve to improve the Mind, 
has a Right to the Patronage of ſo great and 
univerſal a Genius for Knowledge as Your 


Lordſhip's. It is indeed a Piece of good 


Fortune, upon which I cannot help congratu- 
lating the preſent Age, that there is ſo Great 
a Man, at a Time, when there is ſo great an 
Occaſion for him. The Diviſions which Your 
Lordſhip has heal'd, the Temper which You 
have reſtor'd to our Councils, and that in- 


defatigable Care and Diligence which You 
have 
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have us'd in preſerving our Peace at home, 
are Benefits ſo virtuouſly and ſo ſeaſonably 
conferr d upon Your Country, as ſhall draw 
the Praiſes of all wiſe Men, and the Bleflings 
of all good Men upon Your Lordſhip's 
Name. And when thoſe unreaſonable Feuds: 
and Animoſities, which keep Faction ahve, 
ſhall be bury' d in ſilence and forgotten, that 
oreat public. Good ſhall be univerſally ac- 
knowledg'd, as the happy Effect of Your 
Lordfhip's moſt equal Temper and right Un- 
derſtanding. That this glorious End may very 
ſuddenly ſucceed to-Y our Lordſhip's Candor 
and generous Endeavors after it, muſt be the 
Wiſh of every good Engliſhman. I am, 


My Lo Rp, 
Your Lordſhip's 
moſt obeazent 
bumble Servant, 


Q 
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p RO LOG UE, 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


NO Night, in Honor of the marry'd Life, 
Our Author treats you with a virtuous Wift : 

A Lady, wha, for Twenty Years, wwithſtocd 
The preſſing Inſtances of Fleſh and Blood; 
Her Husband, ftill a Man of Senſe reputed, 
(Unlefs this Tale his Wiſdom have confuted,) 
Left her at ripe Eighteen, to ſeek Renown, 
And battle for a Harlot at Troy Town ; | 
To fill his Place, freſh Lowers came in Shoals, 
Much ſuch as now-a-days are Cupid's Tools, | 
Some Men of Wit, but the moſt part were Fools. 
They ſent her Billets-doux, and Preſents many, 
Of ancient Tea and T hericlean China; 
Rail d at the Gods, toafied her o'er and ver, 
Dreſs'd at Her, danc d, and fought, and figh'd, and ſwore ; 
in ſhort, did all that Men could do to have her, 
And damm d themſelves to get into her Favor ; 
But all in vain, the virtuous Dame flood Buff, 
And let em know that ſhe was Coxcomt Proof; 
Meſſieurs the Beaux, what think you of the Matter? 
Don't you believe old Homer giv'n to flatter ? 
When you approach, and preſſing the ſoft Hand, © 
Fawors, with well-bred Impudence, demand, | 


I it in Woman's Weakns/s to avithfand * 
Ceaſe 


PROLOGUE. 


Ceaſe to be wain, and give the Sex their Dus ; 
Our Engliſh Wives ſball prove this Story true: 
We have our chaſte Penelope's, awho mourn 
Their Widow'd Beds, and wait their Lords Return; 
We have our Heroes too, who bravely bear, 
Far from their Home, e Dangers of the War ; 
Who careleſs of the Winter Seaſon's Rage, | 
New Tails explore, and in new Cares engage; 
From Realm to Realm their Chief unweary'd goes, 
And reſtleſi journies on, to give the World Repoſe. 
Such are the conſtant Labors of the Sun, 
Whoſe active, glorious Courſe is never dont; 
And tho', when hence he parts, with us tis Night, 
Still be goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light. 
Ye beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 
To meet the Warriors, and reward their Care ; 
May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 
And pay their Days of Toil with Nights of Love! 


ba |: Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


ULYSSES, King of Irbaca, con- | 
ceal'd for ſome time under the Þ Mr. Betterton. 
Name of tbon. 


Eurymachus, King of Samos. Mr. Verbruggen. 


Behm,) Neighboring Pri 15 . 
— g Princes 
Thoon, 5 WOES >> be * ) Mr. Krap. 


Agenor, Mr. Weller. 
27 phialtes, Cueen. Mr. Freeman. 
— Son to Uhy/es and Pe- Fur. Booth. 
Hntinons, a Nobleman of 1:haca, ſe- . 1, f 
cretly in Love with the Queen. Far Hubands, 
Cleon, . I . l Mr. Dicking, 
4 : Friends to Antinous. q Mr. Cory. 
Mentor, Tutor to Telemachus. Mr. Bowman, 


Eumaus, an old Servant, and faithful to LH. 
Ceraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to E urymachus, 


WOMEN. 


n Quom tid 111 
Semanthe, Daughter to Furymachus. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Several Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, with 
other Attendants, Men and Nomen. 


SCENE ITHACH. 


dc econ] - ULYSSES. 


ATS en 
A PALACE. 


Enter TE LEMACHUs and MENTOR. 


TELEMACHUS. 


MENTOR! Urge no more my royal Birth, 
Urge not the Honors of my Race divine, 
Call not to my Remembrance what I am, 
| Born of Uly/es, and deriv'd from Fove; 
For 'tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſt, 
To think what their State is, and what it ſhou'd be; 
| Jmpatient of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, 
And call the Laws.of Providence unequal. 
MENTOR. 

And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous Knowledge, 
Ard Wiſdom early planted in thy Soul; 
That thou might'ſt know to rule the fiery Paſſions, 


3 To 


ä ͤ ˙ 


— wt — 


— 
— 


— == 


— — 
—— < 


. 

| 

| 
1 
| 
. 
| 

| 
L 


RN” —— 
— 


322 ULYSSES. 


To bind their Rage, and ſtay their headlong Courſe, 

To bear with Accidents, and ev'ry Change 

Of various Life, to ſtruggle with Adverſity, 

To wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 

Till they, in their own good appointed Hour, 

Shall bid thy better Days come forth at once, 

A long and ſhining Train; till thou well-pleas'd 

Shalt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods are juſt, 
TELEMACHUS..-: 

Thou prudent Guide, and. Father of my Youth, 
Forgive my Tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe 
The Rev'rence to thy ſacred Precepts due; 

"Tis a juſt Rage and honeſt Indignation. 

Ten Years ran round ere Troy was doom'd to fall, 

Ten tedious Summers and ten Winters more 

By turns have chang'd the Seaſons ſince it fell, 

And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Abſence, 

As if the Grecian Arms had ne'er prevai!'d, 

But Fove and Hedor ſtill maintain'd the War. 
MENTOR. 

Tho' abſent, yet if Oracles are true, 

He lives and ſhall return. — Where'er he wanders, 

Purſu'd. by hoſſ ile Trejan Gods, in Peril 

Of the waſte Deſert or the foamy Deep, 

Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Wiſdom, 

And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with him. 
TELEMACHUS. 

And Oh! to what does the Gods Care reſerve him? 
Where is the Triumph ſhall go forth to meet him? 
What Pæan ſhall be ſung to bleſs his Labors: 

What Voice of Joy ſhall. cry, Hail King of Ithaca? 
Riot, and Wrong, and woful Deſolation, 
Spread o'er the wretched Land, ſhall blaſt his Eyes, 
And make him curſe the Day of his Return. 
| MENTOR, 


r fo S©© 


Wann ,, - © a ren 


Urs 323 


MENTOR. 
Yeur Gueſt, the Stranger Ætbon. 


Enter ZATH ON. 


TELEMACHUS. 
By my Life, 
And by the great Ces, truly welcome; 
Oh thou moſt worthy Atbon, thou that wert 
In Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 
And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve thee 
To ſee the Honor of his Royal Name 
Deſpis'd and ſet at nought? his State o'er-run, 
Devour'd and parcel'd out by Slaves ſo vile, 
That if oppos'd to him twould make Compariſon 
Abſurd and monſtrous ſeem, as if to mate 
A Mole-hill with Olympus ? 
| LE THON. 

He was my Friend, 
I think I knew him; and, to do him right, 
He was a Man indeed Not as theſe are, 
A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs ; 
But boldly juſt, and more like what Man ſhou'd be. 

TELEMAC HUS. 
From Morn 'till Noon, from Noon till the Shades 
darken, 

From Ev'ning 'till the Morning dawns again, 
Lewdneſs, Conſuſion, Inſolence, and Uproar, 
Are all the Bus'neſs of their guilty Hours; 
The Cries of Maids enforc'd, the Roar of Drunkards, 
Mist with the Braying of the Minſtrels Noiſe 
'Who minitlers to Mirth, ring thro* the Palace, 
And echo to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 
Behold ! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatures, 
Behold the Rivals of the great Uly/es / 
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- k MENTOR. | 
Doubt not but all their Crimes, and all thy Wrongs 
Are judg'd by Nemeſis and equal Joe; 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll ſecure, 
This is their Day, —but there is one behind 
For Vengeance and U//es. 
ETH ON. 
| Til that Day, 
That Day of Recompence and righteous Juſtice, 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts ; 
Learn to d ſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes, thou want'ſt the Pow'r to puniſh ; 
Be eaſy, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Ways, 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none; 
Believe me, ſeventy Years, and all the Sorrows 
That ſeventy Years bring with 'em, have thus taught me, 
Thus only, to be ſafe in ſuch a World as this is. 


Enter AN TIN OUS. 


ANTINOUS. 
Hail to thee, Prince; thou Son of great Lee, 
Offspring of Gods, moſt worthy of thy Race; 
May ev'ry Day like this be happy to thee, 
Fruition and Succeſs attend thy Wiſhes, 
And everlaſting Glory crown thy Youth ! 
| TELEMACHUS. 
Thou greet'ſt me like a Friend 
Antinous; | 
May I believe that Om̃en of my Happineſs, 
That Joy which dances in thy chearful Eyes? 
Or doſt thou, for thou know'ſt my fond, fond Heart, 
Doft thou betray me to deceitful Hopes, 
And ſooth me like an Infant, with a Tale 
Of ſome Felicity, ſome dear Delight, 


Come near, 
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Which thou didſt never purpoſe to beſtow ? 
ANTINOUS. 
By Cytherea's Altar and her Doves, 
By all the gentle Fires that burn before her, 
TI have the kindeſt Sounds to bleſs your Ear with, 
Nay, and the trueſt too, I'll ſwear I think, 
That ever Love and Innocence inſpir'd. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Ha! from Semanthe? 
ANTINOUS, 
From the fair Semanthe, 
The gentle, the forgiving 
 TELEMACHUS. 
| Soft, my Antinous, 
Keep the dear Secret ſafe; Wiſdom and Age 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of Love. 
A Bus'neſs of a Moment calls me hence, [Ta Men. 
That ended I'll attend the Queen; till then, 
Mentor ! the noble Stranger is thy Care. 
Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 
[ To Ant. 
There charm my Seriſes with Semanthe's Accents, 
There pour thy Balm into my love-ſick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. [ Exeunt Tel. and Ant, 
ATHON. 
This {ſmooth Speaker, 
This ſapple Courtier is in Favour with you. 
Mark'd you the Prince? how at this Man's Approach 
The Fierceneſs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declin'd; 
His changing Viſage wore a Form more gentle, 
And ev'ry Feature took a ſofter Turn; 
As if his Soul bent on ſome new Employment, 
Cf diff rent Purpoſe from the Thought before, 
Had ſummon'd other Counſels, other Paſſions, 
And drelt her in a gay fantaſtic Garb 


Fit 
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Fit for th' Adventure which ſhe meant to prove. 
By Fove, I lik'd it not. | 
MENTOR. 
The Prince, whoſe Temper 
Is open as the Day, and unſuſpecting, 
Eſteems him as devoted to his Service, 
Wiſe, brave, and juſt : And fince his late Return 
From Neftor's Court at Pyle, he ſtill has held him 
In more eſpecial Nearneſs to his Heart. 
A THON 
"Tis raſh, and favors of unwary Youth: 
Tell him he truſts too far — If I miſtook not, 
You ſaid he was a Wooer. 
MENTOR. 
True, he was; 
Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and Peoples Praiſe, 
By Gifts, by friendly Offices and Eloquence, 
He won the Herd of Ithacans to think him 
Ev'n worthy to ſupply his Maſter's Place. | 
AE THON. | 
Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful 7haca r { 
But Mentor! ſay, the Queen! Cou'd the forget 
The Diff *rence *twixt Les and his Slave? 
Did not her Soul reſent the Violation, 
And, ſpight of all the Wrongs ſhe labor'd under, 
Daſh his Ambition and preſumptuous Love ? 
MENTOR. 
Still great and royal in the worſt of Fortunes, 
With native Pow'r and Majeſty array'd, 
She aw'd this raſh Ixien with her Frown ; 
Taught him to bend his abject Head to Earth, 
And own his humbler Lot — He ſtood rebuk'd, 
And full of guilty Sorrow for the paſt, 
Vow'd to repeat the daring Crime no more, 


ULYSSES. 327 


But with Humility and loyal Service 
To purge his Fame, and waſh the Stains away. 
TH ON. 

Deceit and Artifice! the Turn's too ſudden; 
Habitual Evils ſeldom change ſo ſoon, 
But many Days muſt paſs, and many Sorrows, 
Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh muſt be felt, 
To curb Deſire, to break the ſtubborn Will, 
And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 
Ere Virtue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt; 
'Tis elſe Diſſimulation — But no more, 
The ruffling Train of Suiters are at hand, 
Thoſe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire; 
'Tis well the Gods are mild, when theſe dare hope 
To merit their beſt Gifts by Riot and Injuſtice. 


Enter Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes and 
N Attendants, 


POLYDAMAS. 

Our Souls are out of Lune, we languiſh all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the Dawn 
Chear with its uſual Mirth our drowzy Spirits, 
That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden Night. 

AGENOR. 

Can we, who ſwear we love, ſmile or be gay, 
When our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our Vows, 
She that adorns our Mirth and gilds our Day, 
Withholds the Beams that only can revive us? 

THOON. e 

Night muſt involve the World 'till ſhe appear, 
The Flow'rs in painted Meadows hang their Heads, 
The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 
Nor early Hinds renew their conitant Labor; 
Fv'n Nature ſeems to ſlumber till her Call, 
Regardleſs of th Approach of any other Day. 
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5 EPHIALTES, 
Why is ſhe then withheld, this public Good ? 
Why does ſhe give thofe Hours that ſhould rejoice us a 
To Tears, Perverſeneſs, and to ſullen Privacy; 
While vainly here we waſte our luſty Youth, 
In Expectation of th' uncertain Blefling ? 
POLYDAMAS | 
For twice two Years, this coy, this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croſt em with Delays ; 
At length the female Artifice is plain, 
The Riddle of her myſtic Web is known, 
Which ere her ſecond Choice ſhe ſwore to weave ; 
* While ſtill the ſecret Malice of the Night 
Undid the Labors of the former Day. 
AGENOR. 
Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotic Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain; 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchms, 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures, 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, 
Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes tuneful Shell; 
Let Wine and Muſic join to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſooth uneaſy Thought, and lull Deſire. W 
LTH ON. | 
Is this the Rev'rence due to ſacred Beauty, 
Or theſe the Rites the Cyprian Goddeſs claims? 
Theſe rude licentious Orgies are for Satyrs, A 
And ſuch the drunken Homage which they pay , 
To old Silenus nodding on his Aſs. 4 l 
But be it as it may; it ſpeaks you well. 
| EPHIALTES. 
What _ the Slave? 
EO ON * 
Oh! 'tis the Snarler Athen, Ha 
A vrivideg'd Talker — Give him leave to rail; 
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Or ſend for /rus forth, his fellow Droll, 
And let em play a Match of Mirth before us, 
And Laughter be the Prize to crown the Victor. 
A@ATHON. 
And doſt thou anſwer to Reproof with Laughter ? 
But do ſo ſtill, and be what thou wert born; 
Stick to thy native Senſe, and ſcorn Inſtruction. 
Oh Folly! What an Empire haſt thou here ! 
What Temples ſhall be rais'd to thee ! What Crowds 
Of ſlav'ring, hooting, ſenſeleſs, ſhameful Idiots 
Shall worſhip at thy ignominious Altars, 
While Princes are thy Prieſts ! 
POLYDAMAS. 
Why ſhou'dſt thou think, 
O'erweening, inſolent, unmanner'd Slave, 
That Wiſdom does forſake the Wealth, the Honors, 
And full Proſperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchedneſs like thine ? 
Why doſt thou call him Fool: 
THON. | 
Speech is molt free, 
Itis Neve s Giſt to all Mankind in common. 
Why doſt thou call me poor. and think me e wretched? 
POLY DAMAS. 
Wenn thou art ſo. 
TH ON. 
Anſwer to thyſelf, 
And let it ſerve for thee and for thy Friend. 
| AGENOR. 
He talks like Oracles, obſcure and ſhort. 
A#THON. 
I wou'd be underſtood, but Apprehenſion 
Is not thy Talent Midnight Surfeits, Wine, 
And painful undigeſted Morning Fumes, 


Have marr'd thy Underſtanding. 
EPHT 
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EPHIALTES. 
| Hence, thou Miſcreant ! 
My Lords, this Railer is not to be borne. 
TH ON. 
And wherefore art thou borne, thou public Grie- 
vance, 
Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniſhment ; 
To ſcourge thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 
And prove Heav'n's ſharpeſt Vengeance ? 
EPHIALTES. 
Spurn him hence, 
And tear the rude unhallow'd Railer's Tongue 
Forth trom his I hroat. 
AE THOMN. 
Tf brutal Violence 
And Luft of foul Revenge ſhould urge thee on, 
Spight of the Queen and hoſpitable Jove, 
I“ oppreſs a Stranger, ſingle and unarm'd, 
Yet mark me well, I was not born thy Vaſſal; 
And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, | 
And ten times more a King, thus wou'd I meet thee, 
Thus naked as Tam, I wou'd oppoſe thee, 
And fight a Woman's Battle with my Hands, 
Ere thou ſhoud'ſt do me Wrong, and go unpuniſh'd. 
E PHIALTES. 
Ha! doſt thou brave me, Dog ? 


THOOMN. 
| Avant! 
POLYDAMAS. 


Coming up to Ethos. 


Begone 
Enter EurYMACHUS. 


EURYMACHUS. 


What Daughter of old Chaos and the Night, Sy 
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What Fury loiters yet behind the Shades, 


To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage and Uproar! 
Each frowaing Viſage doubly dy'd with Wrath, 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamors rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong Contention, 
Say you have been at variance—Speak, ye Princes, 
Whence grew th' Occaſion ? 
A THON. 
King of Samos, hear me. 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majeſty and Right divine of Pow'r, 
Bo dly I dare appeal--This King of Seriphes, 
[Pointing to Ephialtes. 
This Iſland Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 
He and his Fellow Princes there, yon' Band 
Of eating, drinking Lovers, have in Scorn _ 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers ſacred Privilege, 
Offer'd me foul Offence and moſt unmanly Injuries. 
 EURYMACHUS.. 
Away! it is too much—You wrong your Honors, — 
[To the Mooeri 
And ſtain the Luſtre of your royal Names, *. 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you; 
Are we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft ? 
And when we poorly ſtoop to mean Revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. 
EPHIALTES. 
Henceforward let the ribald Railer learn 
To curb the lawleſs Licence of his Speech ; 
Let him be dumb, we wo' not brook his Prating. 
. EURYMACHUS. 
Go to! You are too bitter But no more; [To Athon. 
Let ey'ry jarring Sound of Diſcord ceaſe, 
Tune all your Thoughts and Words to Beauty's _ 
0 
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To Beauty, that with ſweet and pleaſant Influence 
Breaks like the Day-ſtar from the chearful Eaſt. 
For ſee where circled with a Crowd of Fair Ones, 
Freſh as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flow'rs, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddeſs, your Penelope. 


Enter the Queen with Ladies, and other Attendants. 


Diana thus on Cynthus' ſhady Top, 
Or by Euretas' Stream leads to the Chace 
Her Virgin Train; a thouſand lovely Nymphs 
Of Form celeſtial all, troop by her Side; 
Amidſt a thouſand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confeſt, 
In Beauty, Majeſty, and Port divine, 
Supreme and eminent. | 
DUEEN. 
If theſe ſweet Sounds, 
This humble fawning Phraſe, this faithleſs Flattery, 
If theſe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, 
Cou'd recompenſe the Sorrows of my Days, 
Or ſooth the Sighings of my lonely Nights; 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your Wiſhes, 
And win my Heart with your fond: Tales of Love: 
But fince whate'er I've ſuffer d for my Lord, 
From Troy, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you, 
Is deeply writ within my ſad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain. 
 AGENOR. 
If thoſe bright Eyes that waſte their Eights with 
weeping | 

Wou'd kindly ſhine upon Agenor”s Hopes 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen 
His Crown, his Life, his ever faithful Vows, 
What Joys ſoe'er, or Love or Empire yield, 
To bleſs her future Days, and make 'em happy all.. 


POLY. 
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POLYDAMAS. 
Accept my Crown, and Reign with me in Delos. 
THOON. 
Mine, and the Homage of my People wait you. 
EPHIALTES. 
I cannot court you with a ſilken Tale, 
With eaſy ambling Speeches, fram'd on Purpoſe, 
Made to be ſpoke in Tune But be my Queen, 
And leave my plain-ſpoke Love to prove its Merit. 
| DUEEN. 
And am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith ? 
Are not my Wrongs gone up to Heav'n againit you? 
Do they not ſtand before the Throne of Fowe ; 
And call inceſſant on his tardy Vengeance? 
What Sun has ſhone that has not ſeen your Inſolence, 
Your waſteful Riot, and your 1mpious Mirth, 
Your Scorn of old Laertes' feeble Age, 
Of my Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weakneſs ! 
Ev'n in my Palace, here, my lateſt Refuge, 
(For you are Lords of all beſides in /haca,) * 
With Ruffian Violence and murd'rous Rage 
You menace the Defenceleſs and the Strange 
And from th' unhoſpitable Dwelling drive 
Safety and friendly Peace. 
AA THON. 
For me it matters not ; 
Wrong is the Portion ſtill of fecble Age ; 
My toilſome Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
What 'tis to ſtruggle with the Proud and Powerful ; . 
But tis for thy unhappy Fate, fair Queen, | 
'Tis to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, 
Tranſcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave 'em, 
And worthy of their Care, to ſee em left, 
Abandon'd and forſaken to rude Outrage, 
And made a Prize for Drunkards ; 'tis for this 
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My Soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 

My cold enervate Hand t'aſſert thy Cauſe, 
2UEEN. 

Alas! they ſcorn the Weakneſs of thy Age, 

As of my Sex —— But mark me well, ye Princes 

Whoe'er amongſt you dares to lift his Hand 

Againſt the hoary Head of this old Man, 

This good old Man, this Friend of my Ul/er, 

Him will I hold my worſt, my deadlieſt Foe, 

Him ſhall my Curſes and Revenge purſue, 

And mark him from the reſt with moſt diſtinguiſh'd 
Hatred. 

| EPHIALTES. 

That you are weak, defenceleſs and oppreſt, 
Impute not to the Gods; they have befriended you, 
With laviſh Hands they ſpread their Gifts before you ; 
What Pride, Revenge, what wanton Love of Change, 
Or Woman's Wiſh can ask, behold, we offer you. 
Curſe the Perverſeneſs of your ſtubborn Will then, 
That has delay*d your Choice, and in that Choice your 

Happineſs. | 
DUEEN. 

And muſt J hear this ſtill, and ſtill endure it? 

Oh Rage! Diſhonor! wretched, helpleſs Queen ! 

Return, return my Hero, my Uly/es : 

Bring him again, you cruel Seas and Winds, 

Troy and adult'rous Paris are no more ; 

Reſtore him then, you righteous Gods of Greece, 

T'avenge himſelf and me upon theſe Tyrants, 

And do a ſecond Juſtice here at home. 
EURYTMACHUS. 

Amongſt the mighty Manes of the Greeks, 

Great Names, and fam'd for higheft Deeds in War, 
His honor'd Shade reſts from the Toils of Life 
In everlaſting Indolence and Eaſe, 

. Careleſs 
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Careleſs of all your Pray'rs and vain Complainings, 
Which the Winds bear away, and ſcatter in their 
Wantonneſs. 
Turn thoſe bright Eyes, then, from Deſpair and Death, 
And fix your better Hopes among the Living, 
Fix em on One, who dares, who can defend you, 
One worthy of your Choice, 
DUEEN. 
If my free Soul 

Muſt ſtoop to this unequal hard Condition, 
f I muſt make this ſecond hated Choice, 
Yet by Connubial Juno here I ſwear, 
None ſhall ſucceed my Lord, but that brave Man 
That dares avenge me well upon the ret. 
Then let whoever dares to Love be bold, 
Be, like my former Hero, made for War, 
Able to bend the Bow, and toſs the Spear ; 
For ev'ry Wrong his injur'd Queen has found, 
Let him revenge and pay it with a Wound; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom ; 
Then plight his Faith upon his bloody Sword, 
And be what my Uly/es, was, my beſt, my deareſt Lord, 

[ Exeunt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants; Euryma- 

chus, Ephialtes, Agenor, Thoon, and Polydamas 
following. 
Manet AETHON. 


THON 
O matchleſs Proof of Faith and Love unchang'd! 
Left in the P:ide, the wiſhing Warmth of Youth, 
For ten long Years, and ten long Years to that, 
And yet io true! Beſet with ſtrong Allurements, | 
With Youth, proud Pomp, and ſoft bewitching Pleaſure, | 
Tis wonderful! and Wives in later Times ** | 
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Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit, 
A Fable curiouſly contriv'd t' upbraid 
Their fickle eaſy Faith, and mock them for their 
. Lightneſs. 
But ſee the Samian King returns. 
| Enter Eun yMACHUS. Fe 


EURTMACHUS. 
I ſought you 
Amidſt the Crowd of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Funo's Temple. | 
| TH ON. 
When I worſhip, 
And bow myſelf before the awful Gods, 
J mingle not with thoſe who ſcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous Crowds, 
Who take the Gods for Gluttons like themſelves. 
 __EURYMACHUS. 
This ſullen Garb, this moody Diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy Anger ; 
Thy juſt Diſdain of this licentious Rout : 
Yet all are not like theſe; nor ought thy Quarrel 
Be carry'd on to all Mankind in common. 

f e 
Perhaps the untaught Plainneſs of my Words, 
May make you think my Manners rude and ſavage: 
But know my Country is the Land of Liberty ; 
Pheacia's happy Iſle, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak plain and truly; 

Sincere and open are we, roughly honeſt, 

Upright in Deed, tho' ſimple in our Speech, 

As meaning not to flatter, or offend ; 

The Uſe of Words we have but not the Art, 

And ev'n as Nature dictates ſo we ſpeak. 
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| EURYMACHUS. 

Now by great Juno, Guardian of our Samos, 
In ſtrong Deſcription has thou well expreſt 
That manly Virtue I wou'd make a Friend of. 
Nor thou, brave #thon, ſhalt diſdain our Amity, 
Our proffer'd Love; for know that Kings, like Gods, 
With all things good adorn their own Creation, 
And where their Favor fixes, there is Happineſs. 


A THON. 

Ves, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 
My humbler Birth has caſt me far beneath you, 
And made me for the proffer'd Grace unfit; 
Friendſhip delights in equal Fellowſhip, 

Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 

Engage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance ev'n. 

'Tis irkſome to a gen'rous grateful Soul, 

To be oppreſt beneath a Load of Favors, 

Still to receive, and run in Debt to Friendſhip, 

Without the Pow'r of paying ſomething back. 
EURYMACHUS. 

I know thee grateful ; juſt and gen'rous Minds 

Are always ſo; nor is thy Pow'r ſo ſcanty 
But that it may vie with a King's Munificence, 
May make me large Amends for all my Bounty, 
May bleſs me with a Benefit I want, 

And give me that which my Soul moſt deſires; 
The Queen —— 

| TH ON. 

How, Sir, the Queen? 
EURYMACHUS. 
| The beauteous Queen 

That Summer-Sun in full Meridian Glory, 
Yighter than the faint Promiſe of the Spring, 
th Bleflings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand, 
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Mature for Joy, and in Perfection lovely; 
Ev'n ſhe! 
The Pride-of Greece, the Wiſh of youthful Princes, 
Severe, and Cold, and Rigid, as ſhie is, 
Looks gently on thee, Æilon, ſhe beholds thee 
With kind Regard, and liſtens to thy Counſels. 
Nn TH ON. 
Be ſtill thou beating Heart! ¶ Afde.] Well, Sir, 
go on. 
EURTMACHUS. 
No more, there needs no more; thy piercing Wit, 
I read it in thy Eyes, hath found my Purpoſe. 
Be favorable then, be friendly to me ; 
Nay, I'll conjure thee, by my Hopes, by thine, 
Whether they follow Wealth, or Pow'r, or Fame, 
Or what Deſires ſoe er warm thy old Breaſt, 
Counſel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend. 
AA THOM. 
Suppoſe me ſuch, What ſhou'd my Friendſhip profit 
you ? 
EURYMACHUS. 
O by ten thouſand Ways! has not that Age 
That turn'd thy rev'rend Locks ſo Silver white, 
Has it not giv'n thee Skill in Womankind, 
Sagacious Wiſdom to explore their Subtleties, 
Their coy Averſions, and their eager Appetites, 
Their falſe Denials, and their ſecret Yieldings ? 
Yet more, thy Friendſhip with her former Lord, 
Gives thee a Right to ſpeak, and be beliey'd. 
 AMTHON. 
Then you wou'd have me wooe her for you, win 
her ; 


This Queen, this Wife of him that was my Friend ? 
EURY- 
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EURYMACHUS. 

Thou ſpeak'ſt me well; of him that was thy Friend: 
His Death has broke thoſe Bonds of Love and Friendſhip, 
And left me free and worthy to ſucceed 
Both in her Heart, and thine. 

ETH ON. 
Excuſe me, Sir, 
Nor think I meant to queſtion your high Worth. 
I am but ill at Praiſing, or my Tongue 
Had ſpoke the great Things that my Heart thinks 
of you. 

Suppoſe me wholly yours Vet do you hold 
This Sov'reign Beauty made of ſuch light Stuff, 
So like the common Changelings of her Sex, 
That he that flatter'd, figh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 
Cou'd win her from her ſtubborn Reſolution 
And chaſte Reſerv'dneſs, with his ſweet Perſuaſion ? 

EURYMACHUS. 

No, were ſhe form'd like them, ſhe were a Conqueſt 

Beneath a Monarch's Love, or A#thon's Wit. 
Not but I think, ſhe has her warmer Wiſhes ; 
'Twere monſtrous elſe, and Nature had deny'd 
Her choiceſt Bleſſing to her faireſt Creature; 
Her ſoft Deſires that ſteal abroad unſeen, 

Like Silver Cynthia ſliding from her Orb, 
At dead of Night to young Erdymion's Arms, 
A THONMN. 

How! think you ſo? — But ſo 'tis true it may be, 
The beſt of all the Sex is but a Woman, 

And why ſhou'd Nature break her Rule for One? 
To make One true, when all the reſt are falſe ? 
To find thoſe Wiſhes then, thoſe fond Deſires, 
To trace the fulſom Haunts of wanton Appetite, 
dne muſt be 22 
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EURYMACHUS. 
That to thy Care, my Atbon, 
T hy Wit and watchful Friendſhip I commend. 
. AA THON. 

Yes, Sir, be certain on't, ſhe ſhall be try'd; 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 
Thro' all her Joys, her Sorrows and her Fears, 
Thro' all her Truth and Falſhood I'll purſue her. 
She ſhall be ſubtler than Deceit itſelf, 

And profp'rouſly wicked if ſhe ſcape me. 
 EURYMACHUS. 
Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. | 
This Day, at her Return from Juno's Altar, 
I have obtain'd an Hour of private Conference. 
A THOMN. 

What! private, ſaid you! Twas a Mark of Favor, 

Diſtinguiſhingly kind. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Somewhat I urg'd 
That much concern'd her Honor, and her Safety, 
Nay ev'n the Life of her belov'd Telemachas, 
Which to her Ear alone I wou'd diſcloſe : 
Thou ſhalt be preſent — How I mean to prove her, 
Which way to ſhake the Temper of her Soul, 
And where thy Aid may ſtand me moſt in ſtead, 
I will inſtruct thee as we paſs along. 
Eo. 
I wait you, Sir. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Nor doubt of the Succeſs, 
This ſtubborn Beauty ſhall be taught Compliance. 
Fair Daughter of the Ocean, ſmiling Venus, 
Thou Joy of Gods and Men, aſſiſt my Purpoſe ; 
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Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave a while, 
Thy Paphian Groves, and ſweet Idalian Hill, 
To fix thy Empire in this rugged Iſle ; 
Bring all thy Fires from every Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel frozen Fair, 
Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 
Since Gods themſelves ſubmit to Fate and Thee. 
[ Exeunt. 
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Lau AnTinous, CLEO and Agrcas. 


ANTINOUS. 


IS thus, my Fellow-Citizens and Friends, 
"Tis thus unhappy Ibaca muſt groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a foreign Lord ; 
A needy upſtart Race of hungry Strangers 
Shall ſwarm upon the Land, eat its Increaſe, 
Devour the Labors of the toiling Hind, 
And gather all the Wealth and Honors of our Ille 
CLEO. 

The filken Minions of the Sami aan Court, 
To lord it o'er the Province ſhall be ſent, 
To rule the State, to be the Chiefs in War, 
And lead our hardy 7hacans to Battle. 


Freedom and Right ſhall ceaſe; our Corn, Wine, Oil, 


The Fatneſs of the Year, ſhall all be theirs ; 
Our modeſt Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters, 
Ev'n all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the Spoil, 


The Prey of our imperious haughty Maſters. 
ARCAS. 


Wou'd I cou'd ſay I did not fear theſe Evils. 
ANTINOUS. 
O * Arcas, tis too plain a Danger. 


The Queen, requir'd by public Voice to wed, 
To end at once the Hopes and riotous Concourſe 


Of 
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Of princely Gueſts, contending for her Love, 


O'er-paſſing all the nobleſt of our Iſle, 


Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Eummac bus. 
CLEON. 

Why rides the Samian Fleet within our Harbor, 
But to ſupport their Tyrant's Title here ? 
With Cauſes feign'd they linger long, pretending 
Rude Winter Seas, with Omens that forbid 
The frighted Mariner to leave the Shore; | 
While NMytune ſmooths his Waters for their Paſſage, 
And gently-whiſtling Winds invite their Sails, 
As if they wiſh'd to waft them back to Same. 

' ARCAS. 

DAs is no more; the partial Gods, 
Who favor'd Priam and his hapleſs Race, 
Have pour'd their Wrath on his devoted Head, 
And now in ſome far diſtant Realm, expos'd 
To glut the Vulture's and the Lion's Maw, 
Or in the 00zy Bottom of the Deep, 
Full many a Fathom down, - the Hero lies, 
And never ſhall return What then remains, 


But that our Country fly to thee for Succor, 


[To Antinous, 
To thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of 1haca ? 
And ſince, ſo Fate ordains, our Queen muſt wed, 
Be thou her ſecond Choice, be thou our Ruler, 
And ſave our Nation from a foreign Yoke. 
ANTINOUS. 

You are my Friends, and over-rate my Worth. 
But witneſs for me, for you ſtill have known me, 
When e'er my Country's Service calls me on, 
No Enterprize ſo doubtful, or ſo dangerous, 

But I will boldly prove it, to preſerve — 
Oh 3 from Bondage. 
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CLEONMN. 
Wherefore urge you not 
Your Suit among the reſt ? 
ANTINOUS. 
The cruel Queen 
Rejects my humble Vows with angry Scorn: 
And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my Paſſion, 


She call'd it Inſolence — Since then I've ſtrove 
To hide th*unlucky Folly, from all Eyes 


But yours, my Friend*, who view my naked Soul. 
ARCAS. 

Avow your Flame in public, tell the World 

Antinous is worthy of a Queen; 

So many valiant Hands ſhall own your Cauſe, 

So ſhall fs Voice in {thaca be for you, 

The Queen ſhall own your Love has made her great, 

And giv'n her back an Empire ſhe had loſt, 
AINTINOUS. 

Think not T dream the Hours of Life away, 
Supine, and negligent of Love and Glory; | 
No, Arcas, no, my active Mind is buſy, 
And ftill has labor'd with a vaſt Deſign ; 

Ere long the beauteous Birth will be diſclos'd, 

Then ſhall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 

Counſels, 

And manifeſt the Love you bear Antinous ; 

Till then be ſtill To favor my Deſign, 

With low Submiſſions, with obſequious Duty, 

And Vows of Friendſhip fit to flatter Boys with, 
T've wound myſelf into the Prince's Heart. 

i *'C:LE ON. 
Ti ſaid, the Love-fick Youth dotes ev'n to Death 
Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe. 
ANTINOUS. 


Let it go on — 'tis a convenient Dotage, T 
| And 
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And ſutes my Purpoſe well — The Youth by Nature 
Is active, fiery, bold, and great of Soul; 

Love is the Bane of all theſe noble Qualities, 

The ſickly Fit that palls Ambition's Appetite ; 

And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Diſeaſe, 
Inſpiring lazy Wiſhes, Sighs and Languiſhings, 
Unactive dreaming Sloth, and womaniſh Softneſs, 
To freeze his Veins, and quench his manly Fires. 
The froward God of Love, to boaſt his Pow'r, 
Has bred of late ſome little Jars between em; 

But *twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, 

And if my Augury deceives me not, 

This Day a Prieſt in private makes 'em one, 
Unknown or to the Queen, or to Eurymachus. 

But ſee! They come —retire. 


Enter TELEMACHUS and SEMANTHE, 


Do, Sigh, and Smile, 
And print thy Lips upon the ſoft white Hand ; 
Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleſt with ſuch a Joy as this is. 
[ Exeunt Antinous, Cleon, and Arcas, 
TELEMACHUS. 
Yes, my Semanthe, ſtall I will ccm plain, 
Still I will murmur at thee, cruel Maid, 
For all that Pain thou gav'ſt my Heart but now. 
What God, averſe to Innocence and Love, 
Cou'd ſhake thy gentle Soul with ſuch a Storm ? 
Juſt at that happy Moment, when the Prieſt 
Had join'd our Hands, thou ſtart'ſt as Death had ſtruck 
thee, 
And lighing cry'dſt, Ah! no! — it is under el 
SEMANTHE, 
And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet I am yours; ; 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and this Heart, 
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This Heart that akes with Tenderneſe, confirm'd it. 
_TELEMACHUS. 

And yet thou art not mine ; —elſe why this Sorrow ? 
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal Fove deſcends in gentle Show rs, 

To cauſe Increaſe, and blefs the infant Year, 

When ev'ry ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow'r, 

Is hung with pearly Drops of heay'nly Rain ? 
SEMANTHE. | 

Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin Dryads, 
Happy Companions of thoſe Woods and Plains, 

Why was I forc'd to leave your chearful Fellowſhip, 

To come and loſe my Peace of Mind at 7haca ? 

And Oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 

To that dear Voice? why didft thou break thy Vow, 

Made to the Huntreſs Cynthia and her Train ? 

Ah! ſay, fond Maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love? 
TELEMACHUS. 

Alas! my gentle Love, how have I wrong'd thee ? 
By what unwilling Crime have I offended ? 

That thus with ſtreaming Eyes thou ſhouldſt complain, 
'Thus daſh my Joys, and quench thoſe holy Fires, 
By yellow Hymen's Torch ſo lately lighted : 

Thus ſtain this bleſſed Day, our bridal Day, 

With the deteſted Omen of thy Sorrows ? 

SEMANTHE, 
Of what ſhow'd I accuſe thee ? thou art noble, 

Thy Heart is ſoft, is pitiful and tender; 

And thou wilt never wrong the poor Semanthe, 


And yet ——— 
TELEMACHUS. 


What mean'ſt thou? 
| SEMANTHE. 


What have we been doing 
TELE- 
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TELEMACHUS. 
A Deed of Happineſs. 
| SEMANTHE. 
Are we not marry'd? 
TELEMACHUS. 

We are, — and like the careful, thrifty Hind, 
Who provident of Winter fills his Stores 
With all the various Plenty of the Autumn, 
We've hoarded up a mighty Maſs of Joy, 

To laſt for all our Years that are to come, 
And ſweeten ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. 
SEMANTHE. 

Fain wou'd I ſooth my Soul with theſe ſweet Hopes, 
Forget the Anguiſh of my. waking Cares, 

And all thoſe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers; 
Laſt Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
Inſenſible and ſoft, had ſtole upon me; 
Methought I found me by a murm'ring Brook, 
Reclin'd at Eaſe upon the flow'ry Margin; 
And thou, thou firſt and laſt of all my Thoughts, 
Thou dear, eternal Obje& of my Wiſhes, 
Cloſe by my Side wert laid. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Delightful Viſion! 

And Oh! Oh Pity that it was not real. 

SEMANTHE. 

A while on many a pleaſing Theme we talk'd; 
And. mingled ſweet Diſcourſe ; when on the Sudden, 
Ihe cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntſman's Horn, | 
With all the chearful Muſic of the Chace, | 
Surpriz'd my Ear — and ſtrait a Troop of Nymphs, | 
Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, | | 
Flew lightly by us, eager of the Sport; q 
Laſt came the Goddeſs, great Latona's Daughter, | 
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With more than mortal Grace ſhe ſtood confeſt, 
I ſaw the golden Quiver at her Back, | 
And heard the Sounding of her Silver Bow. 
Abaſh'd I roſe, and lowly made Obeiſance; 
But ſhe, not ſweet, nor affable, nor ſmiling, 
As once ſhe wont, with ſtern Regard beheld me; 
And wherefore doſt thou loiter here, ſhe ſaid, 
Of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindful ? 
Return, thou Fugitive; nor vainly hope 
Jo dreſs thy bridal Bed, and waſte thy Youth 
Jn wanton Pleaſures, and inglorious Love ; 
A Virgin at my Altar wert thou vow'd, 
"Tis fix d by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
With that ſhe ſnatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand, 
Which for thy Head in Fondneſs I had wove, 
And bore me ſwiftly with her: —— In my Flight, 
Backwards, methought, I turn'd my Eyes to thee, 
But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 
And in thy Place my Father lay extended 
Upon the Earth, a bloody lifeleſs Coarle ; 
Struck to the very Heart, I ſhriekt aloud, 
And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semanthe, 
Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, 
Safe in thy native unoffending Innocence. 
Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams, 
And drowzy Night invades the weary World, 
Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaſtic Morpheus, 
Ten thouſand mimic Fantoms fleet around him, 
Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures, 
Each has ten thouſand thouſand diff rent Forms, 
In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper, 
While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 


Imaginary Evils give Mankind. 
SE MAN. 


r 


ULYSSES. 349 


Dy Ng SEMANTHE. 
Not happy Omens that approve our Wiſhes, 
When bright with Flames the chearful Altar ſhines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings, 
Not Oracles themſelves, that ſpeak us happy, 
Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 
Like the dear Voice of him whom my Soul loves: 
Ev'n while thou ſpok'ſt my Breaſt begun to glow, 
I felt ſweet Hopes, and Joy, and Peace returning, 
And all the Fires of Life were kindled up anew. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Hence then, thou meager Care, ill-boding Melan- 
choly, 
Anxious Diſquiet, and heart- breaking Grief, 
Fly to your native Seats, where deep below 
Old Night and Horror with the Furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful genial Bed diſclaim you; 
To Night a thouſand little laughing Cupids 
Shall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us, 
No Sound no Thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, 
But ſacred Silence reign ; unleſs, ſometimes, 
We ſigh and murmur with Exceſs of Happineſs, 
SEMANTHE. 
Alas, my Lord! 9 
TELEMACHUS. 
Again that mournful Sound 
SEMANTHE. 
What other Pain is this? what other Fear, 
So diff rent quite from what I felt before? 
Alternate Heat and Cold ſhoot thro' my Veins, 
Now a chill Dew hangs faintly on my Brow, 
And now with gentle Warmth I glow all o'er; 
Short are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, 
I gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 


'Tis Pain and Pleaſure blended, both at once, . 
"Tis 
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Tis Life and Death, or ſomething more than either. 
|  TELEMACHUS. 

Thus untry d Soldiers, when the Trumpet ſounds, 

Expect the Combat with uncertain Paſſions ; 

Thus Nature ſpeaks in unexperienc'd Maids, 
And thus they bluſh, and thus like thee they tremble, 
At Even, when the Queen retires to Reft, 
I'll meet thee here, and take thee t to my Arms, 
Thy beſt, thy ſureſt Refuge. 
But ſee! the Stranger Zthon comes, retire, 
I wou'd not have his watchful Eye obſerve us. 


Enter A THON, 


I charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me, 
Haſte, . at th' appointed Hour — 

Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage I burn, 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn ; 

Think, how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, 

And break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay. 


¶ Zæeum Telemachus and Semanthe. 


auer ATHON. 


AZ THON. 

Ha! what ſo cloſe ? how cautious to avoid me 
As who ſhou'd fay, Old Man you are too wile, 
What has my Youth to do with your Inſtructions, 
While Folly is ſo pleaſant to my Taſte, 

And damn'd Deſtruction wears a Face fo fair? 

This Samian King is happy in his Arts: 

His Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Diana, 

Is brought to play the Wanton here at £haca : 

No matter for Religion ; let the Gods 701 
Look to their Rites themſelves ; the Youth grows fond, 
Juſt to their Waſh! and ſwears himſelf their Vaſſal. 
His Mother follows next—— but ſoſt they come; 


Now 
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Now to put on the Pander . That's my Office. 


Enter the Qu E E N and EUR T MACHUS, 


2UEEN. 
Have I not anſwer' d oft, It is in vain, 
In vain to urge me with this hateful Subject? 
As thou art noble, pity me, Exrymachus, 
Add not new Weight of Sorrows to my Days, 
That drag too flow, too heavily along; 
Compel me not to curſe my Life, my Being, | 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn, that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 
To ev'ry wretched Creature, but myſelf; 
To me it brings more Pain, and iterated Woes, 
EURYMACHUS. 
Oh God of Eloquence, bright Maje's Son ! 
Teach me what more than mortal Grace of Speech, 
What Sounds can move this fierce relentleſs Fair, 
This cruel Queen, that pityleſs beholds 
My Heart that bleeds for her, my humble Knee, 
In abje& low Submiſſion bent to Earth, 
To deprecate her Scorn, and beg in vain, 
One gracious Word, one favorable Look. 
DUEEN. 
Count hack the tedious Years, fince firſt my Hero 
Forſook theſe faithful Arms to war with Troy; 
And yet in all that long, long Tra& of Time, 
Witneſs, ye chaſter Pow'rs, if e' er my Thoughts 
Have harbor'd any other Gueſt but him ; 
Remember, King of Samos, what Pve been, 
Then think if I can change — Athen] come near. 
_ [ Zthon comes forward, 
Good honeſt Man! how rare is Truth like thine! . 
Thou great Example of a loyal Friend] 


<4 THON,. 
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EATHON. 

Oh Lady, ſpare that Praiſe ; if few like me 
Are Friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you; 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years ! 

V'Tis irkſome to Remembrance, to look back 
Upon your Youth, that happier Part of Life, 
Like ſome fair Field, or rich and fertile Soil, 
That might have bleſt the Owner with Abundance, 
But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, 
Lies tencelels wild, uncultivate, and waſte. 
: QUEEN. 


Alas! 
EURYMACHUS. 
Were Youth and Beauty giv'n in vain? 
Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their Gifts, 
To one, whoſe ſullen Pride neglects to uſe em, 
As if ſhe ſcorn'd the Care Heav'n took to make her 


happy? | 
ATHON. 
More than enough of Sorrow have you known z; | 
Give Eaſe at length to your afflicted Soul, | 
Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, 
Taſte the good things of Life, yet ere they periſh, | 
Yet ere the happy Seaſon paſs away. ( 
\ - DUEEN, | ( 
What ſov' reign Balm, what heav'nly healing Art, 
Can cure a Heart ſo torn with Grief as mine, 
Can ſtay this never-ceaſing Stream of Tears, 
And once more make my Senſes know Delight ? 
. EURYMACHUS. 
What God can work that Miracle but Love? 
Love, who diſpenſes Joy to Heav'n itſelf, 
And chears his Fellow-Gods more than their NeQar, 
"Till wrapt with vaſt, unutterable Pleaſures, 


Such as immortal Natures only know, 


Each 
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Each owns his Pow'r, and bleſſes the ſweet Boy. 
DUEEN. . 

Now, hon, by thy Friendſhip to my Lord, 
Anſwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King; 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
My Virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt Courtſhip. 

<A THON. 

Are Love and Virtue then ſuch mortal Foes, 

That they muſt neyer meet ? 
DUEEN. - 

Never with me, 

Unleſs my Lord return. 

<4 THON. 
Vain ExpeRation ! 
D2UEEN. 
Ha! Surely I miſtook !—what ſaid'ſt thou, Zthon ? 

TH ON. 

That you have waited long for that Return, 
Waſted too much of Life, and caſt away 
Thoſe precious Hours, that might have been employ'd 
To better Uſe than Weeping. 

DUEEN. 
This from thee! - 
Oh faithleſs! Truth is vaniſh'd then indeed. 
Oh tbon art thou too— become my Enemy? 
A THON. 
If, to reward your Faith to loſt Uly/es, 
I pray the Gods to heap their Bleflings on you, 
To make you Miſtreſs of a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, nobler than your own ; 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love ; 
If this be Enmity, you may accuſe me. 
DUEEN. 
Doſt thou ſolicit for him; doſt thou dare 
Invade 
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Invade my Peace, my Virtue ? 


.  £# THOM. 
Not for him, 
But for the common Happineſs of both. 
 OUBEN. 


Traitor! no more—at length thy wicked Arts, 
Thy falſe diſſembled Friendſhip for my Lord, 
Thy pious Journey hither for his fake, 
Thy Care of me, 'my Son, and of the State, 
Thy. Praiſe thy Counſels, and thy Shew of Virtue, 
So holy, ſo adorn'd with rev'rend Age, 
All are reveal'd, and thou confeſt a Villain; 
Hire, and the ſordid Love of Gain have caught thee ; 
Gold has prevail'd upon thee to betray me, ; 
And bargain for my Honor with this Prince. 

Pointing to Eurymachus, 
Z@ATHON. 

It grieves me I offend you fare I am, 

I meant it as a Friend. 
| DUFEN. 
Hence from my Sight! 
 EURYMACHUS. 

LEthon, no more, — Since Love and willing Friendſhip 
Employ their pious Offices in vain, 
Leam we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, 
Learn we, from her Example, to be cruel : 
And tho' our ſofter Paſſions reſt unfatisfy'd, 
Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, 
Shall be indulg'd and riot to Excefs. 
Up then, Revenge, and arm thee thou fell Fury, 
Up then, and ſhake thy hundred iron Whips, 
To Day I vow to facrifice to thee, 
And lake thy horrid Thirſt with Draughts of royal Gore 


2UEEYN. 
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UA. 
What ſays the Tyrant? He] Oh, Furymachus, 
What fatal Purpoſe has thy Heart conceiv*d ? 
What means that Rage that lightens in thy Eyes, 
That flaſhes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction? 
EURYTMACHUS. 
The lambent Fire of Love prevails no more, 
And now another mightier Flame ſucceeds ; 
Vaunt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy Scorn : 
For know, proud Queen, in ſpight of thy Diſdain, 
There is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 
Thou haſt a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes 
DUEEN,. 
Oh fatal Thought ! | 
Fear, like the Hand of Death, has ſeiz'd my Heart, 
Cold, chilling Cold——my Son! Oh my Telemac hus ! 


ATHON. 
That Stroke was home—- now, Virtue, hold thy own. 
| Lud. 
E URTMAC HUS. 


Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, and holds 
His frail uncertain Being at my Pleafure, 
And when I frown, Death and DeſtruQtion, greedy, 
Watchful, intent like Tigers on their Prey, 
Start ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs Boy. 
Three hundred choſen Warriors from my Fleet, 
Who undiſcern'd, in Parties, and by Stealth, 
Late came aſhore, now wait for my Commands; 
Think on 'em as the Miniſters of Fate, 
For when I bid 'em execute, tis done. 

DUEFEN. 

If, as my Soul preſages from thoſe Terrors 

Which gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous Brow, 


Thou art ſeverely bent on Death and Vengeance, 
Yet 
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Yet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pray'r, 
Oh ſpare the Innocent, ſpare my Telemachus, 
Let not the Ruffian's Sword nor murd'rous Violence 
Cut off the noble Promiſe of his Youth, 
Oh ſpare him, and let all thy Rage fall here; 
Remember twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen 
Refus'd.thy Love, and let her feel thy Hate. 
EURYMACHUS. 
A ſecret Joy glides thro* my ſullen Heart, 
To fee fo fair a Suiter kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like theſe? 
Etbon, go bear this Ring to bold Ceraunus, 
The valiant Leader of our Samian Band ; 
My laft of Orders, which this Morn I gave him, 
Bid hin perform; haſte thou, and ſee it done. 
DUEEN. 

— J conjure thee, /#thon— Cruel King 
Speak, anſwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret: 
Where points this ſudden, dark, myſterious Miſchief? 
Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch 
This winged Thunder aims — Say, while my Fears 
Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee. 

EURYMACHUS. 
Already doſt thou dread the gath'ring Storm, 
That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin ? 
But mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that, 
Too ſoon it ſhall be told thee—— Athen, hence. 
DUEE NM holding Æthon. 
Not for thy Life—No not till thou haſt heard me. 
[To Eurymachus. 
Too well, alas! I underſtand my Fate; 
How have I been among the happy Mothers 
Call'd the moſt happy, now to be moſt miſerable : 
The Barren, comfortleſs ſate down and wept, 


When 
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When they compar'd their Marriage-Beds with mine ; 
The Fruitful, when they boaſted of their Numbers, 
With Envy and unwilling Praiſe, confeſt 
That I had all their Bleflings in my One. 
Our Virgins, when they met him, figh'd and bluſh'd, 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, 
And gazing Crowds purſu'd and bleſt him as he paſs'd. 
But then his Youth ! his Tenderneſs! his Piety ! 
Oh my Telemachus! my Son! my Son! 
EURYMACHUS. 
And what are all theſe Tears and helpleſs Wailings, 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and me? 
How have I mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and cruel? 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping ? 
How have I taught the ſtubborn Rocks of Ithaca, 
And all the ſounding Shore to echo my Complainings? 
And haſt thou e'er relented? Now mourn thou, 
And murmur not, nor think thy Lot too hard, 
Since equal Juſtice pays thee but thy own. 
DUEEN. 
Oh didſt thou know what Agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſ have Pity on me: 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reſt, 
But 'tis Deſpair — tis mad — tormenting Rage, 
'Tis terrible tis bitter Pain — it is 
A Mother's Mourning for her only Son. 
ä TH ON. 
Now, now her lab' ring Heart is rent with Anguiſh! 
Oh Nature, how affecting are thy Sorrows ! 
How moving, melting in a Mother's Eyes! 
So Silver Yetis, on the Phrygian Shore, 
Wept for her Son, foreknowing of his Fate, 
The Sea-Nymphs fate around, and join'd their Tears, 
While from his loweſt Deep old Father Ocean * 
a A$ 
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Was heard to groan in pity of their Pain. L Ale. 


EURYMACHUS. 
Fair Mourner riſe——'Thus far thou haft prevail'd, 


If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 
For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, Delays, 

For all my Years of anxious Expectation, 

This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms; 
This Night! For Love, impatient of my Wrongs, 
Allows not ev'n a Moment's Space beyond it, 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, 
And * and Diſtreſs ſhall never know thee more. 


DUEEN. 

Oh Shame! Oh Modeſty! Connubial Truth 
And ſpotleſs Purity! Ye heav'nly Train! 
Have I preſerv'd you in my ſecret Soul, 
To give you up at laſt, then plunge in Guilt, 
Abandon'd to Diſhonour and Pollution ? 
Oh never! never! let me firſt be rack'd, | 
Torn, ſcatter'd by the Winds, plung'd in the Deep, 
Or bound amidſt the Flames —— Oh friendly Earth 
Open thy Boſom—— And thou Pro/erpine, 
Infernal Juno, mighty Queen of Shades, 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, 
And hide me, ſave me from this Tyrant's Fury. 


FHO. 
Oh racking racking Pain of ſecret Thought! 
[A. 
EURYMACHUS. 


Hence! hence thou Trifler Love! fond, vain De- 


ceiver ! 


I caſt, I tear thee out tbon, be gone 
QUEEN. 


[Offering to raiſe ber 


Fo 
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2UEEN. 
Then drag me too!—Yet hear me once, once more, 
For I will ſpeak to thee of Love !——of Rage! 
Of Death! of Madneſs! and eternal Chaos ! 
EURYMACHUS. 
Away, thou Loiterer ! [To Zthon, 


TH ON. 
Then I muſt go. 
,1{ QUEEN. 
Eurymachus ! Holding out her Hand to him. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Speak 
 NUEEN. 
Mercy! 
EURYMACHUS. 
Love ! 
LUEEN, 


| TDielemachbus. 
EURYMACHUS. 
My Queen! My Goddeſs! Art thou kind at laſt? 
Oh ſoftly, ſoftly breathe the charming Sound, 
And let it gently ſteal upon my Soul, 
Gently as falls the balmy Dew from Heav'n, 
Or let thy kind conſenting Eyes ſpeak for thee, 
And bring me the ſweet Tidings from thy Heart; 
dhe yields! Immortal Gods! ſhe yields! 
2UEEN. 4 
Where is he? 
Where is my Son? O tell me, is he ſafe? 
Swear to me ſome moſt ſacred ſolemn Oath, 
wear my Telemachus is free from Danger. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Hear me, great Jove, Father of Gods and Men, 
And thou blue Neptune, and thou Stygian Pluto, 


Hear, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Hear, all ye greater and ye leſſer Powers, 
That rule in Heav'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 
While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I ſwear, 
That royal Youth, that beſt-lov'd Son is ſafe, 
Nor dies unleſs his Mother urge his Fate. 
At Night, a Prieſt, by faithful Ætbon's Care, 
In private ſhall attend at thy Apartment; 
There while rich Gums we burn, and ſpicy Odors, 
The Gods of Marriage and of Love invoking, 
I will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 
Devote ev'n all my Pow'rs to thy Command. 
2UEEN.- | 

Till then be kind, and leave me to myſelf; 
Leave me to vent the Fulneſs of my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Sorrows of my Soul alone, 
And figh myſelf, if poſſible, to Peace. 
Oh thou dear Youth, for whom I feel again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain; 
Well had I dy'd to ſave thee, Oh my Son, 
Well, to preſerve thy Life, had giv'n my own; 
But when the Thoughts of former Days return, 
When my loſt Virtue, Fame, and Peace I mourn, 
The Joys which ſtill thou gav'ſt me I forget, 
Ard own I bought thee at a Price too great. 

[Exit the Queen 
| EURYMACHUS. 
At length we have prevail'd: Fear, Doubt and Shame, 


Thoſe peeviſh female Virtues, fly before us, 


And the diſputed Field at laſt is ours 
TH ON. 


Ves, you have conquer d, have approv'd yourſelf 


A Maſter in the Knowledge of the Sex. 


What theff remains but to prepare for Triumph, 


To rifle all the Spoils of captive Beauty, 
* And 
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And reap the ſweet Reward of your paſt Labors? 
What of the Prince? 
E URTMHAC HUS. 
| He lives, but muſt be mine, 
And my Semanthe's Love the Band to hold him; 
But to to-morrow's Dawn leave we that Care, 
The preſent Day, for deep, for vaſt Deſigns, 
And hardy Execution is decreed, 
This Night, according to their wonted Riot, 
The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaft. 
<ETHON. 
I mark'd but now the mi ghty Preparation, 
When to the Hall the ſweating Slaves paſt in, 
Bending beneath the maſſy Goblets Weight, 
Whoſe each capacious Womb, fraught with rich Juice 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, | 
Portended witleſs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boaſting, 
Contentious Brawling, Madneſs, Miſchief, and foul 
Murder ; 
While to appeaſe the Glutton's greedy Maw 
Whole Herds are ſlain, more than ſuffice for Heca- 
tombs, 
Ey'n more than Zeal, with pious Prodigality, 
Beſtows upon the Gods to feed their Prieſts with. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Then mark me well, or e'er the rolling Night 
Have finiſh'd half her Courſe, the fumy Vapors 
And mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
Shall ſeize the Brains of theſe carouſing Lovers; 
Then ſhalt thou Z7hor, with my valiant Samians, 
Arm'd and appointed all at thy Command, | 
Surround the Hall, and on our common Foes · 
At once revenge my Queen, thyſelf and me. 


Yor. I, R EATHON. 
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TH ON | 
Ha! At a Blow! tis juſt —— 'tis greatly 
thought ! 
By 7 ove, th' Avenger, twill be noble Slaughter; 
Nor doubt th' Event, I anſwer for em all, 
Ev'n to a Man. 
EURYMACHUS. 
'Thine then be all the Care, 
While I with ſofter Pleaſures crown my Hours, 
And revel in Delight. 
| AZ THOMN. | 
How! at that Hour! [Starting: 
Ha! wm In Enjoyment! Can that be? 
EURYMACHUS. 
It muſt, 


Fierce for the Joy, in ſecret and alone 


T'll teal _ my Love. 
ATHON. 
Stay ! that were well! 


Alone YOu muſt 
EURYTMACHUS. 
None but the conſcious Prieſt —— 
That too muſt be thy Care, to chooſe one faithful, 
One for the Purpoſe fit. 
A THOM. | 
Moſt worthy Office 22 
One to your Wiſh, try d in theſe pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in thaca ; 
Him ſworn to Secrecy, and well prepar'd, 
I will inſtruct to wait you with the Queen. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Then be propitious, Love 
ETH ON. 
And thou, Revenge 
Shoot 


ULYSSES. 363 
Shoot all thy Fires, and wake my ſlumb'ring Rage; 
Let my paſt Wrongs, let Indignation raiſe 
My Age to emulate my youthful Praiſe ; 
Let the ſtern Purpoſe of my Heart ſucceed, 
Let Riot, Luſt, and proud Injuſtice bleed. 
Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favor Right, 
I ask no other Bliſs nor fond Delight, 
Nor envy thee, O King, thy bridal Night. 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 


Enter ETHñHON, MENTOR and EU ME usS. 


ALE THON. 


F Virtue be abandon'd, loſt and gone, 
No matter for the Means that wrought the Ruin; 
Whether the Pomp of Pleaſure danc'd before her, 

Alluring to the Senſe, or dreadful Danger 

Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onſet, 

She ſhou'd have held the Battle to the laſt, 

Undaunted, yieldlefs, firm, and dy'd or conquer * , 

MENTOR. 5 

Think on what hard, or what unequal Terms 

Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakneſs, 

Beſet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 

Maintains the doubtful Conflict Sure if any 

Have kept the holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 

If all our Grecian Wives are not like Heler, 

That Praiſe the Queen my royal Miſtreſs merits. 

EUMAUS. 

And Oh impute not one unheeded Word, 

Forc'd from her in the bittereſt Pangs of Sorrow, 
When fierce conflicting Paſſion ftrove within, 

Like all the Winds at once let looſe upon the Main, 
When wild Diſtraction rul'd Oh urge not that, 4 
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A When diſcontented Ghoſts forſake their Tombs, 
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A Blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs Fame. | 
E TH ON. | li 
Oh Mentor, and Eumeus, faithful Pair! '| 
To whom my Life, my Honour, all I truſt, | 
Theſe Eyes beheld her yielding——Curſed Object i! 
Beheld her in the Samian King's Embrace; 
The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron, 
That rolls his livid Waves around the Damn'd, 
Roaring and yelling on the farther Shore, 
Was not ſo terrible, ſo irkſome to me, 
As when I ſaw his Arms infold Penelope. 
I heard the fatal Compact for To-night, 
The Joys which he propos'd, nor ſhe deny'd oo 
But ſee ſhe comes 
MENTOR. 
How much unlike a Bride! 
Enter the QUEEN. 
Behold her Tears, ſee comfortleſs Affliction, 
Anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate Misfortune 
Writ in her Face. 
ATHON. 


Retire; I wou'd obſerve her, 
[Mentor and Eumzus retire to the back Part of 
the Stage. 
DUEEN. | 

And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put off 
Th' approaching Hour of Shame, or fave thy Son? 
Thou weep'ſt, and yet the ſetting Sun deſcends 
Swiſt to the weſtern Waves, and guilty Night, 
Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, 
Rides on the dusky Air. — And now it comes, 
The fatal Moment comes, ev'n that dread Time 
When Witches meet to gather Herbs on Graves, 
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And ghaſtly roam about, and doleful groan. 

And hark! the Screech-Owl ſcreams, and heats the 
Window | 

With deadly Wings — And hark! More dreadful yet, 

Like Thracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel, 


The furious Bridegroom comes The Tyrant! 


Raviſher! 
And ſee! the Shade of my much injur'd Lord 
Starts up to blaſt me !—Hence!—Begone, you Horrors, 
For I will hide me in the Arms of Death, 
And think on you no more——That Traitor here ! 
| [Seeing Ethon. 
AF THON. 
Hail beauteous Queen! The God of Love falutes 


thee, 
And thus by great Farymachs: he ſpeaks, 
Be Sorrow and Misfortune on thy Foes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Peace, 
Content, and everlaſting Joy dwell with thee, 
OUEEN. 

Com'ſt thou to greet me with the Sounds of Joy? 
Thou Meſſenger of Fate! — So the hoarſe Raven 
Croaks o'er the Manſion of the dying Man, 

And often warns him with this diſmal Note, 
To think upon his Tomb. 
A THOMN. 
Or I miſtook, 

Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 
Kindly to ask at what auſpicious Hour, 
Your royal Bridegroom and the Prieſt ſhou'd wait you, 

oN. 

Too well my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings.— 
Now what Reply ?— there is no Room for Choice, 


*Tis one — of Infamy to doubt; 


What 
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What muſt be, muſt be— Let me then reſolve, 
Tis only thus no more=——and I am free. 
[ Afide. 

Say to the Samian King, thy Maſter, thus; 
When Menelaus and the Fate of Greece 
Summon'd my Lord to Troy, he left behind him 
None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire. 

| ETH ON. 


How, Lady! —Whither points her Meaning now? 


[ 4/ide. 
DOUEEN. 
Say too, I've held his Merit in the Balance, 
But find the Price of Honor ſo much greater, 
That 'twere an Idiot's Bargain to exchange em: 
Yet tell him too, I have my Sex's Weakneſs, 
I have a Mother's Fondneſs in my Eyes, 
And all her tender Paſſions in my Heart. 
-  SIHVTA 
Ay, there! *Tis there ſhe's loſt ! [Aides 
DUEEN. 
| Nor can I bear 
To ſee what more, far more than Life I joy in, 
My only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, 
My Son by bloody Hands mangled and murder'd ; 
(Oh terrible to Nature!) Therefore one, | 
One Remedy alone is left to ſave me, 
To ſhield me from a Sight of ſo much Horror, 
And tell Eurymachus, I find it — here. 
[She offers to flab herſelf; ÆEthon catches 
hold of her Arm, and prevents her. 
ETH ON. | 
Forbid it, Gods! periſh the Tyrant rather, 
Let Samos be no more. 
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O9UFEEN. 
| | Off! Off, thou Traitor! 
Give way to my juſt Rage! — Oh tardy Hand! 
To what haſt thou betray'd me! Let me go, 
Oh let me, let me die, or I will curſe thee, 
Till Hell ſhall tremble at my Imprecations, 
| Till Heav'n ſhall blaſt thee—loſt!— undone for ever! 
- 4 £-5 _ 
O Trifler that I am! Mentor Fumæus / 
[ They come forward, 
Come to my Aid !——Be calm but for a Moment, 
And wait to ſee what Wonders it will ſhew thee. 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, 
Guard her from ev'ry Inſtrument of Death; 
Sooth and aſſuage her Grief, till my Return 
Unfold the mighty Secret of her Fate, 
And once more reconcile her Soul to Peace. 


DUEEN. 
And are you too my Foes? have you confpir'd 
And join'd with that falſe .Zthor to betray me ? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the Duſt, 
Here fit, a poor forlorn, abandon'd Woman; 
Caſt not thy Eyes up to yon azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſs, 
Or buſy in their Heav'n, and thou not worth their 
Care; 
And Oh! Oh! caſt em not on Earth, to ſeek 


[Exit ÆEthon. 


For Succour from the faithleſs Race of Man ; 
But as thou art forſaken and alone, 
Hope not for Help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think——'tis Deſolation all about thee. 
MENTOR. 
Far be that Thought, to think you are forſaken ; 
Gods 
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Gods and good Men ſhall make yon ſtill their Care. 
And Oh! far be it from your faithful Servants, 
For all thoſe Honors mad Ambition toils for, 


For all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickedneſs, 


For Hopes or Fears, for Pleaſures or for Pains, 
To leave our royal Miſtreſs in Diſtreſs. 
EUMEAUS. 
At length Time's Fulneſs comes, and that grea 
Period, 
For which ſo many tedious Years roll'd round, 
At length the white, the ſmiling Minute comes, 
To wipe the Tears from thoſe fair Eyes for ever; 
That Good we daily pray d for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 
That Good, which ev'n the Preſcience of the Gods 
So doubtfully was it ſet down in Fate, 
Uncertainly foreſaw, and darkly promis'd, 
That Good,. one Day, the happieſt of our Lives, 
Freely and fortunately brings to paſs. 
MENTOR. 
And hark! vindictive Jeve prepares his Thunder, 


[ Thandcr?, 


Let the Wrong-doer and the Tyrant tremble; - 
The Gods are preſent with us — And behold! 
The ſolid Gloom of Night is rent aſunder, 

While Floods of daz ling, pure ætherial Light, 
Break in upon the Shades—She comes, ſhe comes! 
Pallas, the Fautreſs of my Maſter's Arms. 

And ſee where terrible in Arms, majeſtic, 

Celeſtial, and ineffably effulgent, 

She ſhakes her dreadful Zgis from the Clouds! 
Bend, bend to Earth, and own the preſent Deity. 


[ it thunders again. 
[The Scene opens above, and diſcovers Pallas in 
the Clouds. [ They kneel, 
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| ENUM Us. I 
Daughter of mighty Jove, Tritonian Pallas, | 
Be favorable! Oh!——Oh'! be propitious, 
And fave the ſinking Houſe of thy Les. 
MENTOR. 
Goddeſs of Arts and Arms, thou blue · ey d Maid, 
Be favorable! Oh! Oh! — be propitious, 
And glad thy Suppliants with ſome chearful Omen. 
| DUEEN. | 
Virgin, begot and born of ove alone, 
Chaſte, wiſe, victorious, if by thy Aſſiſtance 
The Greeks were well aveng'd on perjur'd Troy, 
If by thy Aid, my Lord from Thractan Rheſus 
Obtain'd his ſnowy Steeds, and brought ſucceſsful 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece; 
Once more be favorable — be propitious, 
Reſtore my Lord—Or if that be deny'd, 
Grant me to ſhare his Fate, and die with Honor. 


[Thunder agein——T be Scene cloſes above —— 
They riſe. | 
MENTOR. 


The Goddeſs fmiles— Moſt happy be the Omen! 
And to the Left auſpicious rolls the Thunder. 


Enter ET er Ulvyss2s, without his Diſguiſe, 
magnificently arm d and habited. 


ODUEEN. 

What other God art thou? — Oh ſacred Form! 
I dream, I rave Why put'ſt thou on this Semblance? 

What ſhall I call thee?—Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. 
[She advances two or three Steps, looking 

anazedly, 

Son of Laertes! Sgt my. Lord. Ul ! 
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Why doſt thou gaze?—Am-I fo dreadful ſtill? 
Is there ſo much of tbon ſtill about me? 


Or haſt thou———1s it poſſible forgot me? 
Do's not thy Heart acknowledge ſomething here ? 
DUEEN. 


Nay 'tis, tis moſt impoſſible to Reaſon. 
But what have I to do with Thought or Reaſon ? 
Thus mad, diſtracted, raging with my Joy, 
Tl ruſh upon thee, claſp thee to my Boſom, 
And if it be Deluſion, let me die, 
Here let me ſink to everlaſting Reſt, 
Juſt here, and never, never think again, 
ULYSSES. 
No, live thou great Example of thy Sex, 
Live for the World, for me, and for thyſelf. 
Unnumber'd Bleſſings, Honors, Years of Happineſs, 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteſt Stars, 
All Heav'n and Earth united in Applauſe, 
Wait, with officious Duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haſt deſerv'd, 
That Fulneſs of Delight, of which theſe Arms 
And this tranſporting Moment gives thee Earneſt. 
DUEEN. 
I gaze upon thy Face, and fee thee here. 
The ſullen Pow'rs below, who rule the Dead, 
Have liſten'd to my Weeping, and relented, 
Have ſent thee from Elyſium back to me 
Or from the Deep, from Sea- green Neptune's Seats 
Thov'rt riſen like the Day-Star, or from Heav'n 
Some God has brought thee on the Wings of Winds; 
Oh Extaſy . hut all that I can know, 
Is that I wake and live, and thou art here. 


ULYSSES. 


ULYSSES, 


372 
. ULYSSES. 
Trey, I forgive thee now; ye Toils and Perils 
Of my paſt Life, well are you paid at once. 
For this the faithleſs Sirens ſung in vain, | 
For this I 'ſcap'd the Den of monſtrous Polypheme, 
Fled from Cahp/o's Bonds, and Circe's Charms; 
For this ſeven Days, and ſeven long Winter Nights, 
| Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving Maſt ; 
Toſt by the Surge, pierc'd by the bitter Blaſts 
Of bleak North- Winds, and drench'd in the chill 
Wave, 
I ftrove with all the Terrors of the Deep. 
 BUEEKN, | 
Yes thou haſt borne it all, I know thou haſt, 
Theſe Wars, Winds, Magic, Monſters, all for me. 
Bleſt be the gracious Gods that gave thee to me 
Say then! Oh how ſhall I reward thy Labors? 
But I will fit and liſten to thy Story, 
While thou recount'ſt it o'er ; and when thou ſpeak'& 
Of Difficulties hard and near to Death, 
I'll pity thee, and anſwer with my Tears; 
But when thou com'ſ to ſay how the Gods ſav d thee, 
And how thy Virtue ſtruggl'd through the Danger, 
For Joy, I'll ſold thee thus with ſoft Endearments, 
And crown thy Conqueſt with ten thouſand Kiſſes, 
| ULYSSES. 
It is a heavy and a rueful Tale, 
But thou wilt kindly ſhare with me in all things; 
It ſhall be tald thee, then, whate'er I ſuffer'd. 
Since, in a luckleſs Hour, I firſt ſet out, 
En to that time, when ſcarce twice ten Days paſt, 
As from Phæacia homeward bound to Elaca, 
A Storm o'ertook and wreck'd me on the Coaſt ; 
Alone and naked was I caſt aſhore, 
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And only to theſe faithful Two made known, 
Till Jove ſhou'd point me out ſome Opportunity, 
Once more to ſeize my Right in thee and Empire. | 
MENTOR. | 
Tis hard, injurious, an Offence to Virtue, 
To interrupt your Joys, ye royal Pair; 
But Oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caution, 
Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 
Untimely to diſcloſe the fatal Birth, 
And raſhly bring it immature to light. 
ULYSSES. 
Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well—Retire, my Love. 
DUEEN. 
What, muſt we part already? 
ULYSSES. 
For a Moment, 
Like Waves divided by the gliding Bark, 
That meet again, and mingle as before, 
| DUEEN. 
Be ſure it he not longer. N 
ULYSSES. | 
| Sweet, it ſha not, | 
I'll meet thee ſoon, and bring our mutual Bleſſing, 
Our Son t'increale the Joy; 
2UEEN. 
I muſt obey you, 
Remember well how long thou haſt been abſent, | 
And what a poor Amends this ſhort Enjoyment + 
makes me. 
Oh I ſhall die with ſtrong Deſire to ſee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient Minute more, 
Than all thy long, long twenty Years before. 
* [Exit Queen. 


Enter 
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TELEMACHUS. 
The Queen my Mother, paſt ſhe not this way ? 
MENTOR. | 
She did, my Lord, ev'n now. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Saw you not too 
The Samian Princeſs, fair & emanthe, with her? 
Say, went the y not together? 
ULYSSES. 
Might I ſpeak, 
I think, it is not fit they were together ; 
For wherefore ſhou'd the Queen of Ibaca 
Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eaurymacha: ? 
Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended, 
And think this Boldneſs does not fit a Stranger. 
TELEMACHUS. 
"Tis true thou art a Stranger to my Eyes, 
And yet, methought, thou ſpok'ſt with Atbon's Voice, 
Save, that th' untoward Purpoſe of thy Words 
1 r harſh, 5 and not like my Friend. 
ULYSSES. 
Whate'er I ſeem, believe me, princely . 
Thou haſt not one, one dear ſelected Mate, 
That ought to ſtand before me in thy Heart; 
Tho' from your tender Infancy 'till now, 
He dwelt within thy Boſom, thou in his, 
Tho! every Year has knit the Band more cloſe, 
Tho? Variance never knew you, but complying 
Each ever yielded to the other's Wiſhes, 
Tho' you have toil'd and reſted, laugh'd and mourn'd, - 
And ran thro* every part of Life together, 
A Tho' 
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Tho' he was all thy Joy, and thou all his, 
Yet ſure he never lov'd thee more than I do. 


TELEMACHUS. 

Whoe'er thou art, (for tho? thou ſtill art .Zthor, 
Thou art not he, but ſomething more and greater,) 
I feel the Force of every Word thou ſpeak'ſt, 

My Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 

A Fear not irkſom, for tis mix'd with Love, 
Ev'n ſuch a Fear as that we worſhip Heav'n with; 
Oh pardon if I err, for if thou art not 

Etbon, my Father's Friend, thou art ſome God. 


— 7 8 | 
If barely to have been thy Father's Friend 
Cou'd move thee to ſuch tender, juſt Regards, 
Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial Virtue, | 
[ Embracing him. 
Thus preſs thee in my Arms, my pious Son, 
And while my ſwelling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee, that I am, I am thy Father. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Oh moſt. amazing ! —— 
MENTOR. 
Yes, my royal Charge, 
At length behold thy God-like Sire, Les. | 
Bleſt be my Age, with all its Cares and Sorrows, 
Since it is lengthen'd out to ſee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear intruſted Pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms, | 
TELEMACHUS. | 
Oh *tis moſt certain ſo, my Heart confeſſes him, 
My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came. 
Then let me bow me, caſt me at his Feet, 


7 


There 


There pay the humble Homage of my Duty, 
There wet the Earth before him with my Tears, 
The faithful Witneſſes of Love and Joy ; 


And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more, 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, PII praiſe the Gods, 


Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father. 


ULYSSES. 

Oh riſe, thou Offspring of my nuptial Joys, 
Son of my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, 
Rob not thy Father's Arms of ſo much Treaſure, 
But let us meet, as eve and Nature meant us, 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends: 

And tho” I made harſh mention of thy Love, 
(Oh droop not at the Name) by blue-ey'd Palla: 
I meant it not in angry, chiding Mood ; 

But with a tender and a fond Concern 
Reminded thee of what thou ow'ſt to Honor. 


TELEMACHUS. 
When I forget it, may the worſt Afflictions, 


Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy o'ertake me ; 


Be that th' important Bus'neſs of my Life, 
Let me be task d to hunt for it thro* Danger, 
Thro' all the Roar of the tumultuous Battle, 
And dreadful Din of Arms; there, if I fail, 
May Cowards fay I'm not L, Son, 


And the great Author of our Race diſclaim 'me. 


ULTSSES,. 


Oh Nobleneſs innate ! Oh Worth divine! 
Ztherial Sparks! that ſpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are you pleaſing to me! —— So the Eagle, 
That bears the Thunder of our Grandſire Jowe, 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring 

Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions, 
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In the wide untract Air; till bolder grown 

Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherd's Fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 

Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 

Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 

Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in Vain 

Writhing his ſpiry Tail. 


TELEMACHUS, 
I wou'd be active, 
Get me a Name diſtinguiſh'd from the herd 
Of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. 
ULYSSES. 
Nor ſhalt thou want th' Occaſion, now it courts 
thee, 
Stands ready, and demands thy Courage now. 
Were I indeed as other Fathers are, 
Did I but liſten to ſoft Nature's Voice, 
I ſhou'd not urge thee to this high Exploit, 
For tho? it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Danger. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Now by the God of War fo much the better, 
Let there be Honor for your Son to win, 
And be the Danger ne'er fo rude and deadly, 
No matter *twill enhance the Prize the more, 
And make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye; 
So Hydra's and Chimera s form'd in Gold, 
Sit graceful underneath the nodding Plume, 
And terribly adorn the Soldier's Helm, 
ULYSSES. 
Know then, on this important Night depends 
The very Crifs of our Fate; to Night, 
The ſleeping Vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
And ſpeak Confuſion to our Foes in Thunder, 
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Juſtice intruſts her Sword to this right Hand, | * 
And I will fee it faithfully employ d. | 80 
TELE MAC HUS. ry - 


By Virtue and by Arms *tis noble Work, 
T burn impatient for it — Oh my Father, 
Give me my Portion of the glorious Labor. 


ULYSSES. 

One more immediate Danger threats thy Mother, 
That to avert muſt be thy pious Care ; 
While Mentor, with Eumeus and our ſelf, 
Back'd by a choſen Band, (whom how prepar'd, B 
How gather'd to our Aid, the preſling Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon” 2 
Immerſt in Riot, careleſs, and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ſtart upon em ſudden, 
And ſend their guilty Souls to howl below, 


Upon the Banks of Styx; while this is doing, : 1 
Dar'ſt thou defend thy Mother? 0 
TELE MACH Us. W 

Oh! to Death, | | 


Againſt united Nations wou'd I ftand 
Her Soldier, her Defence, my fingle Breaſt 


Oppos d againſt the Rage of their whole War; In 
She is ſo good, ſo worthy to be fought for, | Ol 
The ſacred Cauſe wou'd make my Sword ſucceſsful, M 
And gain my Youth a mighty Name in Arms. Te 

ULYSSES. W 


Then prove the Peril, and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid- hour of rolling Night approach, 


Remember well to plant thee at that Door, Fo 
Thou know / ſt it opens to the Queen's Apartment. I} 
To bind thee yet more firm ; for Oh my Son, 80 

[Drawing his Sword: At 


With 
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With powerful Oppoſition ſhalt thou ſtrive, 
Swear on my Sword, by thy own filial Piety, 
By all our Race, by Pallas and by Fove, 
It any of theſe curſed foreign Tyrants, 
Thoſe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honor, 
Shall dare to paſs thro' that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his forfeit Life for the Intruſion. 
TELEMACHUS. 
I fear —— And may my Lot in future Fame 
[Telemachus &4neels and kiſſes the Sword, 
Be good or evil but as I perform it. | 
ULYSSES. 
Enough —— 1 do believe thee. 
MENTOR. 
| Hark! my Lord! 
[4 confuſed Noiſe is heard within, 
How loud the Tempeſt roars! The bellowing Voice 
Of wild, enthuſiaſtic, raging Mirth, 
With Peals of Clamor ſhakes the vaulted Roof, 
TELEMACHUS. 
Such ſurely is the ſound of mighty Armies 
In Battle join'd, of Cities ſack d at Midnight, 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders ; 
My gen'rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 

To think ſhe muſt not ſhare the glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords, * 
ULYSSES. 

No more, thou haſt thy Charge, look well to that ; 
For theſe, theſe riotous Sons of Noiſe and Uproar, 
I know their Force, and know L am U!y/es. 
So Jove look'd down upon the War of Atoms, | 
And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 
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Fair Nature, Form, and Order had not Being, 
But Diſcord and Confuſion troubled all ; 
Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he fate, 
Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate, 
Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Pow'r ; 
And * what he was, he knew he was ſecure. 
[ Exeunt. 
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Enter TE LEMAC HUS and Ari Nous. 


ANTINOUS. 


HE King return'd? So long conceal'd in haca? 
£Ethon the King? What Words can ſpeak my 
Wonder ? | 
TELEMACHUS. — 

Yes, my Antinous, tis moſt amazing, 

"Tis all the mighty working of the Gods, 

Unſearchable and dark to human Eyes : 

But Oh, let me conjure thee by our Friendſhip, 

Since to thy faithfu} Breaſt alone I've truſted 

The fatal Secret, to preſerve it ſafe, 

As thou wou'dſt do the Life of thy Telemachus. 
ANTINOUS. 

Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave, 
To think he wou'd betray you for whole Worlds, 
Have you not ſaid it, that your own dear Life, 
And all your royal Race, depends upon it ? 

Far from my Lips, within my Breaft I'll keep it ; 
Nor breathe it ſoftly to myſelf alone, 
Leſt ſome officious murmuring Wind ſhould tell it, 
And babbling Echos catch the feeble Sound. 
TELEMACHUS. 
No, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee ; 


But 
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But haſte, my Friend, and ſummon to thy Aid 
What Force the ſhortneſs of the Time allows thee ; 
Then with thy ſwifteſt Diligence return, 
Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may 

Import the Safety of my royal Parents. 

Some black Deſign is by theſe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againſt the Honor of the Queen. 

ANTINO US. 

Ere Night a buſy Rumor ran around 
Of armed Parties ſecretly diſpos d 
Between the Palace-Gardens and the Sea; 

Bold Cleon ſtraĩt and Arcas I diſpatch'd 
To ſearch the Truth; that known, with haſte to raiſe 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : 
Ere this they have obey'd me; when I've join'd 
The Pow'r their Diligence has drawn together, 
Til wait you here again upon the Inſtant, 

[ Exit Antinous, 

. TELEMACHUS. 

Oh Love, how are thy precious, ſweeteſt Minutes 
Thus ever croſt, thus vex'd with Diſappointments ! 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtic Quarrels 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us Pain by turns; 
Malicious medling Chance is ever buſy 
To bring us Fears, Diſquiet, and Delays ; 

And ev'n at laſt, when after all our Waiting, 
Eager, we think to ſnatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 
Ambition calls us to its ſullen Cares, 

And Honor ſtern, impatient of Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures ; 
As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 
And Love were not the Bus'neſs of our Lives. 
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Enter E UuRYMACHU Ss. 


EURYMACHUS. 
The Prince yet here! Twice have I ſought, ſince 
Night, | 
To paſs Ws to the Queen's Apartment, 
But found him till attending at the Door; 
What can it mean? 
TELEMACHUS. 
It is Semanthe's Father ! 
Ha ! —— Sure the Gods, in pity of our Loves, 
Have deſtin'd him to ſcape Le Vengeance. 
; EURYMACHUS. 
How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth 
Chear ev'ry Heart to Night, and baniſh Care, 
I find thee penſively alone, avoiding 
The Pleaſures and Companions of thy Youth, 
And like the fighing Slave of Sorrow, waſting 
The tedious Time in melancholy Thought? 
TELEMACHUS. 
Behold the Ruins of my royal Houſe, 
My Father's Abſence, and my Mother's Grief ; 
Then tell me if I have not Cauſe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my Youth in Sadneſs, 
EURYMACHUS. 
Our Daughter once was wont to ſhare your 
Thoughts ; | 
Believe me, ſhe has Reaſon to complain, 
If you prefer your Solitude to her; 
While here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing, 
Lonely ſhe fits, the tender-hearted Maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abſence. 
TELEMACHUS. 
The conſtant, faithful Service of my Life, 


My 
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My Days and Nights devoted all to her, 
Poorly repay the fair Semanthe's Goodneſs : 
Yet they are hers, ev'n all my Years are hers, 
My preſent Youth, my future Age is hers, 
All but this Night, which here I've ſworn to paſs, 
Revolving many a ſad and heavy Thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes, 
EURYMAC HUS. 
_ How! here! to paſs it herepao ä 
TELEMAC HUS. 
Ev'n here, my Lord. 
EURYMACHUS. ; 
Fantaſtic Accident Whence cou'd this come? 
2722 
Well, Sir, purſue your Thoughts; I have ſome Matters 
Of great and high Import, which on the Inſtant 
I muſt deliver to the Queen, your Mother. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Whate'er it be, you muſt of force delay it 
Till Morning. 
E URTMACH US. 
How, delay it! tis impoſſible. 
Say. 
TE LEM ACH OUS. 
The Queen is gone to Reſt. 
and waſted with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Way as miſerable painfal Hinds, 
That labor all the Day to get em Food, 


But wherefore? 


She ſeeks ſome Eafe, ſome Interval of Cares, 


From the kind God of Sleep, and ſweet Repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir'd ſhe left moſt ſtrict Command, 
None ſhou'd approach her till the Morning's Dawn. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Whate'er thoſe Orders were, I have my Reaſons n 
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To think myſelf excepted : And whoe'er 

Brought you the Meſſage, through officious Haſte 

Miſtook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong. 
 _TELEMACHUS. 

Not ſo, my Lord; for, as I honor Truth, 
Ev'n from herſelf did I receive the Charge 

EURYMACHUS. 

Vexation and Delay Then 'tis thy own, 
Thy Error, and thou heard'ſt not what ſhe ſaid, 
I tell thee, Prince, tis at her own Requeſt, | 
Her Bidding, that at this appointed Hour 
I wait her here; detain me then no more 
With tedious vain Replies, for I muſt paſs. 

TELEMACHUS. 
Were it to any but Semanthe's Father, 
That Miſtreſs of my Reaſon and my Paſſions, 
Who charming both makes both ſubmit alike, 
Perhaps I ſhou'd in rougher Terms have anſwer's ; 
But here imperious Love demands Reſpect, 
Conftrains my Temper, to my Speech gives Law, 
And I muſt only ſay You cannot paſs. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Who ſhall bar me? 
TELEMACHUS. 
With the gentleſt Words, 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent, 
I will intreat you not to do a Violence, 
Where nought is meant to you but worthieſt Honor. 
EURYMACHUS. 

Oh trifling, idle Talker! — know, my Purpoſe 

Is not of ſuch a light, fantaſtic Nature, 

That I ſhou'd quit it for a Boy's Intreaty. 

More than my Life or Empire it imports, 

All that good Fortune or the Gods can do for me 
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Depends upon it, and I will have Entrance. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Nay then tis time to {peak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſhall not. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Twere ſafer for thy raſh, unthinking Youth 
| To ſtand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me; 
Beware leſt I forget thy Mother's Tears, 
| | The Merit of her ſoft complying Sorrows, 
| Dreadful in Fury leſt I'rufh upon thee, 
| Graſp thy frail Life, and break it like a Bubble, 
To be diſſolv'd, and mix'd with common Air. 
. TELEMACHUS, 
Oh *tis long ſince that I have learnt to hold 
My Life from none, but from the Gods who gave it, 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms, 
Inleſs thoſe heavinly Donors ask it back. 


My Ry , y 


Ir. a, A Rage e . 


EURYMACHUS. 

Know'ſt thou what tis to tempt a Rage like mine ? B 
But liſten to me, and repent thy Folly. Vet 
This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Blifs, Eſſa 
Mark d from the reſt of the revolving Year, Wit 
And ſet apart for Happineſs by Fate, Oh! 
The charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride. Fly | 

TELEMACHUS. Or t 

Confuſion! Curſes on the Tongue that ſpoke it! Daſh 

EURYMACHUS. 

To-night ſhe yields, ev'n for thy ſake fhe yields: 

To- night the lovely Miſer grown indulgent 11 


Reveals her Stores of Beauty long reſerv'd, 
She bids me revel with the hidden Treaſure, 
And pay myſelf for all her V ears of Coldneſs. Hel 
TELEMACHUS. 
Perdition on the Falſhood ! 


EURY. 


EURYMACHUS. | . 
Dare not then 
To cok my Tranſports longer; if thou doſt, 
By all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, [ Drawing, 
I'll force my Way, thus, through thy Heart's beſt 
Blood. 
TELEMACHUS. 
How is my Piety and Virtue loſt, 
And all the heav'nly Fire extin& within me ! 
I hear the ſacred Name of her that bore me 
Traduc'd, diſhonor' d by, a Ruffian's Tongue. Ul 
And am I tame!——Love, and ye ſofter Thoughts, 0 | 
I give you to the Winds. Know, King of Samos, 2000 
Thy Breath, like peſtilential Blaſts, infects 
The Air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: 
If thou but whiſper one Word more, one Accent 
Againſt my Mother's Fame, it is thy laſt. 
EURYMACHUS, 
Brav'd by a Boy — a Boy! the Nurſe's Milk 
Yet moiſt upon his Lip, —feeble in Infancy, 
Eſſaying the firſt Rudiments of Manhood, 
With Strength yapraQtis'd yet, and unconfirm'd, 
Oh Shame to Arms! But I have borne too long. 
Fly ſwift, avoid the Tempeſt of my Fury, 
Or thus I'll pour it in a Whirlwind on thee, 
Daſh thee to Atoms thus, and tols thee round the 
World. 
TELEMACHUS. 
I laugh at all that Rage, and thus I meet it. 


[ They fight. 


EURYMACHUS. 


Hell and Confuſion to thy Henn. ; ug 
TE L&EMACHUS. 
To thine 
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This Greeting I return. 
E URTMAC HUS. 

The Furies ſeize thee, 

é [Eurymachus alli. 
Thou'aſt ſtruck me to the Earth, blaſted my Hopes, 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, 
To load me with Diſhonor---- Oh my Fortune 
Where is my Name in Arms, the boaſted Trophies 
Of my paſt Life for ever loſt, defac'd, 
And raviſh'd from me by a beardleſs Stripling. 

TELEMACHUS. 0 

What means this ſoſt Relenting in my Soul? 

What Voice is this that ſadly whiſpers to me, 5 
Behold Semanthe's Father bleeds to Death ? 1 


aA OT EY. 


Why would you urge me? [To Eurymachus. 
| EURYMACHUS © 
OF, and come not near me, 
But let me aw my Fate, and die contented. 
TELEMACHUS. 

And ſee he ſinks yet paler to the Earth, O! 
The purple Torrent guſhes out impetuous, | W 
And with a guilty Deluge ſtains the Ground: Th 
No Help at hand! what hoa! ---- Fntinous. (Exit. Þ ©, 
| EFEURYMACHUS. Fo 

Let there be none, no Witneſs of my Shame, | 

Nor let officious Art preſume to offer 7 
Its Aid, for I have liv'd too long already. Soll 
Enter SE MANTHE. | To 
SEMANTHE. — 

Sure I have mud too long, and while I fate | Rok 
Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen, 
mw Ag her tell of Sorrows upon Sorrows, v 
Ev'n to a lamentable length of Woe, He. 


Th' appointed 
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Th' appointed Hour of Love paſs'd by unheeded; 
My Lord perhaps will chide; Oh no! ----He's gentle, 
And will not urge me with my firſt Offence. 
Juſt as I enter'd here, the Bird of Night 
Ill boading ſhriek*d, and trait, methought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice that ſeem'd to murmur 
At ſome hard Fate, and groan to be reliev'd. 
Ye gracious Gods be good to my Telemachus ! 
EURYMACHUS. 
Ha] What art thou that doſt thy hoſtile Oriſons 
Offer to Heaven for my mortal Foe ? | 
SEMANTHE. 
Guardians of Innocence, ye holy Pow'rs, 
Defend me, ſave me. 
EURYMACHUS. 
Art thou not Semanthe ? 
SEMANTHE. 
My Father !-—on the Ground !— bloody and pale! 
[ Running to him, and kneeling by him. 
Oh Horror! Horror! Speak to me — Say who 
What curſed Hand has done this dreadful Deed ? 
That with my Cries I may call out for Juſtice, 
Call to the Gods, and to my dear Telemachus, 
* Juſtice on my royal Father's Murderer. 
| EURYMACHUS. 
If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
Sollicit him, that only equal Power, 
To rain down Plagues, and Fire, and ſwift Deſtrudtion, 
Ev'n all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
On him, who, aided by my adverſe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life— Telemachus. 
SEMANTHE. 
What ſays my Father !—no !—it is impoſlible ! 
He could not —would not—for Semanthe's ſake, — 
S 3 Emer 
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| Enter T&1.tEMACHUS. 
x a TELEMACHUS. 


Als [---there is none near---no Help---Semanthe ! 
[C out. 
E URTMHAC HUS. TR 


And ſee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueſt; 
Behold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood! 
Then doubt no more, nor ask whom — ſnou'dſt curſe; 
It is THemachut———— on whom revenge me, 

But on Telemachus Aid thy do I leave thee 
A helpleſs Orphan in a foreign Land, 
But for Telemachus * Who tears me from thee ? 
Telemachus. Why is thy King and Father 
Stretch'd on the Earth a cold and lifeleſs Coarſe, 
Inglorious and forgotten--- Oh ! Telemachus! [ Dies. 
| SEMANTHE. 
Cruel !---unkind and cruel |—— 
[be faints and falls upon the Body of Eury machus, 
TELEZMACHUS. 
She faints, 
Her Cheeks are cold, and the laſt leaden Sleep 
Hangs heavy on her Lids---wake, wake, Semanthe, 
Oh let me raife thee from this Seat of Death ; 
[ Raifing her up, and fupporting her in his Arm.. 
Lift up thy Eyes - Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? 
| SEMANTHE. | 
Let me forget the uſe of ev'ry Senſe, 
Let me not ſee, nor hear, nor ſpeak again 
After that Sight, and thoſe moſt dreadful Sounds. 
Where am I now f What l. lodg d within thy Arms! 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, 
Swifter than Light' ning, Winds or winged Time; 
Fly from thee till there be whole Worlds to part us, 


Till 
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Till Nature ſix her Barriers to divide us, 

Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones, 

Till Danger, Death and Hell do ſtand betwixt us, 

And make it Fate that we ſhall never meet. 
TELEMACHUS. 

"Tis juſt; I own thy Rage is juſt, Semanthe ; 
Each fatal Circumſtance is ſtrong againſt me ; 
Then if thy Heart ſeverely is reſolv'd 
Never to liſten when I plead for Mercy, 

Tho? Piety and Honor join with Love, 

And humbly at thy Feet make Interceſſion; 

If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 

Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die, 
SEM AN THE. 

Are Love, are Piety and Honor Parricides? 
Are they like thee? Do they delight in Blood? 
Oh no! Celeſtial Sweetneſs dwells with them, 
Friendly Forgiveneſs, Gentleneſs and Peace, 
Mercy and joy; but thou haſt violated 
The ſacred Train, brought Murder in amongſt em: 
And ſee, diſpleas'd, to Heav'n they take their Flight, 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever. 

 TELEMACHUS. 

If ſudden Fury have not chang'd thee quite, 

If there be any of Semanthe left, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, hear me. 
SEMANTHE. 
"Tis in vain, 
And that known Voice can never charm me more. 
TELEMACHUS, 

Be witneſs far me, Heav'n, with what Reluctance, 
My Hand was lifted for this fatal Stroke, | 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 
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With Violence, with proud inſulting Scorn, 
And ignominious Threat'nings was I urg'd ; 
Long, long, I ſtrove with riſing Indignation, 
And long repreſs'd my ſwelling, . youthful Rage; 
I groan'd, and felt an Agony within: 
Twas hard indeed but to myſelf I ſaid, 
It is Semanthe's Father, and I'll bear it. 
SEMANTHE. 
And cou'dft thou not do more? Call'ſt thou theſe 
Suff rings? 
Theſe ſhort tumultuous, momentary Paſſions ? | 
What would not I have borne for thee, thou cruel one? 
For thee, ſo fondly was my Heart ſet on thee, 
Forgetful of my tender, helpleſs Sex, 
I would have wander'd over the wide World, 
Known all Calamities and all Diſireſſes, 
Sickneſs and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retir'd within ſome gloomy Cave, 
I wou'd have waſted alt my Days in Weeping, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy; 
Till I had been a Story to Poſterity; 
Till Maids, in After-times, had faid, Behold 
How much ſhe ſuffer'd for the Man ſhe lov'd. 
TELEMACHUS. 
And is there any one, the moſt affliting 
Of all thoſe Miſeries Mankind is born to, 
Which for thy ſake I would refuſe ?----But Oh 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer Task; 
The Queen, my Mother, truſted to my Charge, | 
My royal Father's Honor, and my own, | 
The Pledges of eternal Fame or Infamy, | | | 
United urg'd, and call'd upon my Sword. 1 
SEM N THE. | 
What is this vain, fantaſtic Pageant, Honor, 1 | 
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This buſy, angry Thing, that ſcatters Diſcotd - 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar ? 


But let it be the Worſhip of the Great, 


Well haft thou warn'd me, and I'll make it mine; 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command ſhall be obey'd, 
Our Samian Arms ſhall pour Deſtruction on you, 
Your yellow Harveſts and your Towns ſhall blaze, 
The Sword ſhall rage, and univerſal Wailings 
Be heard amongſt the Mothers of your 1thaca; 
Till War itſelf grow weary and relent, | 
And that poor bleeding King be well reveng'd. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Haſte then, and let the Trumpet ſound to Arms, 
Semanthe's Vengeance ſhall not be delay d; 
Prepare for Slaughter and wide-waſting Ruin, 
Prepare to feel her Wrath, ye wretched Ihacans: 
Lift not a Sword, nor bend a Bow againſt her, 
But all, like me, with low Submiſſion meet her, 
And let us yield up our devoted Lives, 
Nor once implore her Mere) for alas! 
Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon: - 
For Blood, Deſtruction and Revenge ſhe calls, 
And Gentleneſs and Love are Strangers to her. 
SEMANTHE. | 
Love !-----Didſt thou ſpeak of Love? - Oh ill-tim'd 
Thought! 
Behold it there! behold the Love thou bear'ſt me 
| [Pointing to the Body of Eurymachus. 
Behold that! that! — more dreadful than Medu/a, 
It drives my Soul back to her inmoit Seats, 


And freezes ev'ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble, 


Seeſt thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 


Congealing on that pale, that aſhy Breaſt? 


8 5 Then 
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Then mark the Face— how Pain and r wich all 
The Agonies of Death fit freſh upon it | 
This was my Father Was there none on — 
No Hand but thine =— 
| TELEMACHUS. 
Within my own fad Heart 
I felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. 
How much more happy in his Lot!—The Sleep 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; 
While I, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, 
Mourn for myſelf, and, to complete my Woes, 
Feel all thy Pains redoubled on Telemachus. 
 SEMANTHE. 
I know thou hat'ſt me, and that deadly Blow 
Was meant to do a Murder on Semanthe. 
But Oh! it needed not, for thy Unkindneſs 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. 
If one cold Look, one angry Word had told me, 
'That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a Burden to 
thee, 
T ſhould have underſtood thy cruel Purpoſe, 
Sate down to weep, and broke my Heart and dy'd. 
TELEMACHUS. 
It is too much, and I will bear no more; 
Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe Accuſer, 
How haſt thou wrong'd my tender, faithful Love? | 
In ſpite of all theſe Horrors of my Guilt, 
And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 
In ſpite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
Ev'n to thyſelf, inhaman as thou art, 
If ever Maid was yet belov'd before thee 
With ſuch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondneſs, 
As that with which my Soul deſires my dear Semanthe. 
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8 FCMAN THE. 
Deteſted be the Name of Love for ever 

Hence forth let eaſy Maids be waru'd by me. 
No more to truſt your Breaſts that heave with 6ghing, 
Your moving Accents, and your melting Eyes ; 
Whene'er you boaſt your Truth then let em fly you, 
Then ſcorn you, for tis then you mean Deceiving ; 
If yet there ſhould ſome fond Believer be, 
Let the falſe Man betray the Wretch like thee, 
Like thee, the loſt, repenting Fool diſclaim, 
For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 


When warm, when languiſbing with ſweet Delight, | 


Wiſhing ſhe meets him, may he blaſt her Sight, 
With ſuch a Murder on her bridal Night! [ Exit. 
TELEMACHUS. 

Now arm thee for the Conflict, Oh my Soul, 
And fee how thou canft bear Semanthe's Lois; 
For ſhe is loſt---maſt certain---gone irre vocable. 
Mentor, nor Athon now, my King, my Father 
Shall need tupbraid me with th'unhappy Paſſion ; 
Ha! that has wak'd a Thought--- -' Tis certain fo, 
And this is all the Work of cruel Policy : 
The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 
Therefore my Sword was choſen to oppole it, 
That it might cut the Bands of Love aſunder; 

Enter Ax TIR os, CltonandARCas, 
with Soldiers. 


- ANTINOUS. 
My Lord, where are you ? 
Thus to his Son, our King, the great Uly/es 
By me commands, your royal Mother's Danger 
Is now no more, fince all the rival Princes 


Are in the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Moment 
Revenge 


| 
| 
| 
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Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among 'em; 
Haſte then to Join your God - like Father's Arms, 
To bring your pious Valor to his Aid, 
And ſhare the Conqueſt and the Glory with him. 
| TELEMACHUS. 
Ha! com'ſt thou from the Hall, Antinous ? 
" ANTINOUS. 


"ERR my Lord, as I was haſting hither, 
It was my Chance to meet my royal Maſter; 


_ Eager with Joy I threw me at his Feet, 


With wondrous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 

Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. | 

By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and Claſh of Arms, 

Which, Juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 5 

I gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. 
TELEMACHUS. 

Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queen 

Is now no more: However, be thou near 

To guard her, to ſapport her, leſt the Terrors 

Of this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, 

May ſhake her Soul: — ] will obey the King, 

And gladly loſe the Life he gave me, for him. 

And fince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 

Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are crofs'd, 

Careleſs of all, I'll ruſh into the War, | 

Provoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 

Till all o'er Wounds I fink amid the Slain, 

And bleſs the * Hand that rids me of my Pain. 

[Exit Tel. 


C LE OV. 

Behold, my Lord, and wonder here with us; 
The Samian King 
| ANTINOUS. 


Purymachus ! 


Tis he; 
Surpriſing 


Surpriſing Accident. Whence came thi; - - 

But 'tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, 

Nor have we time to waſte in vain Inquiry; 

Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. 

Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 

To ſeek her Safety with us in the City : 

If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. | 

Do you attend him. [To the Soldiers, 
ARCAS. 


Had you ta'en my Counſel, 
The Prince ſhou'd not have ſcap'd us. 
ANTINOUS, 
; Arca, no! 
A Life like his is but a ſingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coſt: 
Gaining the Queen, I have whate'er I wiſh. 
Fear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ſtronger Power, 
Leſt they had ta'en th Alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a Wile 
To work upon the Youth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
ARCAS. 
Our 1hacans, who give the King for loſt, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or tho' they ſhould believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united Arms aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Why do we linger then? —— Heard you that Cty? 
[ Cry of Nomen within. 
Succeſsful C/:or, of his Prey poſſeſs d, 
Leads us the way, and haſtens to the City. 
A4NTINOUS. 
Come on, and let the crafty-fam'd Uly/es 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 


Let 


* 
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Let the forſaken Husband vainly mourn 

His tedious Labors, and his late Return; 

In vain to Pallas and to Fove complain, 

That Troy and Heer are reviv'd again. | 

Poſleſs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 

I'll lengthen out my Joys with ten Years War, g 

And think the reſt of Life beneath a Lover's Care. 
88 a 5 b e Extunt. 
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ACT V..-SCENE I 
"Ge G 


Enter ſeverally MENTOR and EVU us. 


 EUM.ZUS. 


HERE is the Joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now ? 
In vain we triumph o'er our foreign Tyrants, 
80 ſoon to periſh by domeſtic Foes. 

Why ſhone the great Uſes dreadful, fierce 

As Mars, and mighty as Pblegræan Fove ? 

Why reeks yon Marble —.— with the Slaughter 

Of rival Kings that fell beneath his Sword, 

Victims ta injur'd Honor and Revenge? 

Since by the fatal Error of Telemachus, 

The Prize for which we fought, the Queen is loft, 

Is yielded up a Prey to falſe Antinous. 

MENTOR. 

He truſted in the holy Name of Friendſhip, 
And, conſcious of his own Uprightneſs, thought 
The Man whom he had plac'd fo near his Heart 
Had ſhar'd as well his Virtues as his Love. 

E UMA US. 
How bears the Prince this Chance? 
MENTOR. 
Alas! Eumeus, 
His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder; 


Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd on the damp unwholſom Earth he lies, 


Nor had my Pray'rs or Tears the Power to raiſe him; 


| Now motionleſs as Death his Eyes are fix d, 
And then anon he ſtarts and caſts em 
And groaning, cries, I am th' Accurſt of Heav'n, 
My Mother! my Semanthe! and my Mother! 
: FU MA US; : 

The King, whoſe equal Temper, like the Gods, 
Was ever calm and conſtant to itſelf, 
Struck with the ſudden, unexpected Evil, 
Was mov'd to Rage, and chid him from his Sight. 
But now, returning to the Father's Fondneſs, 
He bad me ſeek him out, ſpeak Comfort to him, 
r bring him to his Arms. 
MENTOR. 
| | Where have you left 
Our royal Matter ? | 
EU MAUS. 

Near the Palace-Gate, 
Attended by thoſe few, thoſe faithful Few, 
Who dare be loyal at a time like this, 
When ev'n their utmoſt Hope is but to die for him, 
MENTOR. 

That laſt Relief, that Refuge of Deſpair 
Is all I fear is left us. From the City 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer ; 
There's not a Man in Ithaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing Fires make bright the Streets, 
Huge gabbling Crowds gather, and roll along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach; 
The neighb'ring Rocks, the Woods, the Hills, the 

Dales, 

Ring with the deaf'ning Sound, while bold Rebellion 
With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 


Her 
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Her trait'rous Chief Antinous —— Where is then 
One Glimpſe of Safety, when we hardly number 
Our Friends a twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude ? 
EUMAUS. 

Yet more, the Samians, by whoſe Arms aſſiſted 
We late prevail'd againſt the riotous Wooers, 
By ſome ſiniſter Chance have learnt the Fate 
Of their dead Monarch, and call loud for Vengeance; 
With cloudy Brows the ſullen Captains gather 
In murm'ring Crowds around their weeping Princeſs, 
As if they waited from her mournful Lips 
The Signal for Deſtruction, from her Sorrows 
Catching new Matter to increaſe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
But ſee ſhe comes, attended with her Guard, 

\ MENTOR. 8 

Retire, and let us haſte to ſeek the Prince; 
This Danger threatens him: If he ſhould meet em, 
His Piety would be repaid with Death; 
Nor cou'd his Vouth or Godlike Courage ſave him, 
Unequally oppreſs d and cruſh'd by Numbers. 

 [Exeunt Mentor and Eumzus. 


Enter two Samian Captains, and Soldiers; ſome bearing 
the Body of Eurymachus : Semanthe following with 
Officers and Attendants. | 


SEMANTHE. 

Ye valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful followers 
Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform 
Your pious Office to his ſacred Relics, 
Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarle ; 
Nor let his diſcontented Ghoſt repine, 
To think his injur'd Aſhes ſhall be mix'd 
With the deteſted Earth of cruel Ithaca. | 

8 1 CAPTAIN. 
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i CAPTAIN. 

Oh, royal Maid, whoſe Tears look lovely on thee, 
Whoſe Cares the Gods ſhall favor and reward, 
Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble Homage, to whoſe juſt Command 
We vow Obedience, ſuffer not the Seaman 
T' unfurl his Sails, or call the Winds to ſwell em, 
Till che ſterce Soldier have indulg'd his Rage, 

Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth, 

And from the faireſt of their Virgin-Daughters, 

We've choſe a thouſand Victims for a Sacrifice, 

T' appeaſe the Manes of our murder'd Lord. 

SEMANFTHE. 
Now! now Semanthe! wilt thou name the Mur- 
d'rer? 
Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to ſtrike ? 


[ 

Oh, my ad Heart! Haſte to diſpoſe in Safety 
Your venerable Load; and if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you, 
How great, how good and gracious, yield this Proof 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter, 
Reftrain the Soldier's Fury, till I name 
The Wretch by whom my royal Father fell. 
Let ſome attend the Body to the Shore, 
'The reſt be near, and wait me. 

[Exeunt ſome with the Bady; the reſt retire within 

- i tbe Scene, and wait as at a diftance. 


Enter at the other Door TE LEMACHUS. 


TEL EMACHUS. 
Why was I born? why ſent into the World, 
Ordain'd for miſchievous Miſdeeds, and fated 
To be the Curſe of them that gave me Being? 


Why 


— — ũ — ͤ — — 


* 
ULYSSE S. 403 
Why was this Maſs ta“ en from the heap of Matter, 
Where innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, 
To be indu'd with Form, and vex'd with Motion ? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 
If Barrenneſs had bleſs'd my Mother's Bed; 
Nor had ſhe been diſhonor'd then, nor loft, 
Nor curſt the fatal Hour in which ſhe bore me: 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe, 
Nor had that Fair One known a Father's Loſs. 
SEMANTHE. | 

What kind Companion of Semanthe's Woes 
Is that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night 
Sighs out her Name with ſuch a mournful Accent ? 
Ha! — but thou art Telemachus — let Darkneſs 
Still ſpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Viſage, 
And hide thee from thoſe weeping Eyes for ever. 

TELEMACHUS. 

Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn em far from me, 
For who can take Delight to gaze on Miſery ? 
Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the Afflicted, 
From the complaining of a wounded Spirit, 
Leſt my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 
And every Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 

SEMANTHE, 

Oh ſoft enchanting Sorrows ! never was 
The Voice of mourning half fo ſweet —— Oh who 
Can liſten to the Sound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a part, like me, and ſhare in all his Pain ? 


Ae. 
TELEMACHUS. 

But if perhaps thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings 
Are grown a Pleaſure to thee, (for alas ! 
Much art thou alter'd) then in me behold 
More than enough to ſatisfy thy Cruelty ; 
Behold 


* 
one. 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eaſy Prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, Villain Friend. 
I have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her, 
Ev'n I, her Son, whom with ſo many Cares 
She nurſt and fondled in her tender Boſom. 
Wou'd I had dy'd before I faw this Day! 
J left her, I forſook her in Diſtreſs, 
And gave her to the Mercy of a Raviſner. 
. SEMANTHE. 
Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mind redoubled, 
The too hard Fortune of the pious Queen; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and ſwell their Streams, 
Tho' well thou know'ſt what Cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their Tears: I pity her, 
I mourn her injur'd Virtue ; but for thee, 
Whate'er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes. | 
. .TELEMACHUS. © 
"Tis Juſtice all, and ſee I bow me down 
With Patience and Submiſſion to the Blow, 
Nor is it fit that ſuch a Wretch as I am 
Should walk with Face ere& upon the Earth, 
And hold Society with Man —— Oh therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender Ties 
Which held us once, when I was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as Life to living Creatures, 
Or Light and Heat to univerſal Nature, 
The Comfort and Condition of its Being, 
Compleat th' imperfect Vengeance of the Gods, 
Call forth the valiant Samiaus to thy Aid, 
Bid em ſtrike here, and here revenge — 
8 4 MANTHE. © 
| Oh hold, 
Stay thy raſh Tongue, no nor let it ſpeak of — 
at 


ULYSSES. 
That may be fatal to ——— 


TELEMACHUS. 
| What meanſt thou? 


 SEMANTHE. - 
Something 
For which I want a Name — Is there none near? 
[ Looking abqut. 
No conſcious Ear to catch the guilty Sound ? | 
None to upbraid my Weakneſs, call me Parricide, 
And charge me as conſenting to the Murder ? 
For Oh my Shame ! my Shame! I mult confeſs it, 
Tho? Piety and Honor urg'd me on, 
Tho' Rage and Grief had wrought me to diſtraction, 
I durſt not, cou'd not, wou'd not once accuſe thee. 
TELEMACHUS. 
And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ? 
Oh do not load me with that Burden, Life, 
Unleſs thou give me Love, to chear my Labors. 
Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus 


The Bride and Bridegroom meet? Are Tears and 


Mourning, 
This Bitterneſs of Grief, and theſe Lamentings, 
Are theſe the Portion of our nuptial Night? 
_ SEMANTHE. 

But thou, thou only didſt prevent the Joy, 
"Tis thou haſt turn'd the Bleſſing to a Curſe ; 
Live therefore, live, and be, if it be poſſible, 
As great a Wretch as thou haſt made Semanthe. 

TELEMACHUS. 

It ſhall be ſo, — will be faithful to thee, 
For Days, for Months, for Years I will be miſerable, 
Protract my Suff rings ev'n to hoary Age, 
And linger out a tedious Life in Pain; 
In 
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In ſpite of Sickneſs and a broken Heart, 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 
SEMANTHE. 
Oh never ſhalt thou know Sorrows like mine, 
Never deſpair, never be curs'd, as I am. 
Yes, I will open my afflicted Breaſt, 
And ſadly ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Pain; 
Tho' Hell and Darkneſs with new Monſters . 
Tho' Furies hideous to behold aſcend, 
Toſs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; 
Tho' my offended Father's angry Ghoſt 
Shou'd "Ile all pale and bloody juſt before me, 
Till my Hair ſtarted up, my Sight were blaſted, 
And ev'ry trembling Fibre ſhook with Horror; 
Yet——yet——Oh yet I muſt confeſs I love thee ! 
TELEMACHUS. 
Then let our envious Stars oppoſe in vain 
Their balefal Influence, to thwart our Joys ; 
My Love ſhall get the better of our Fate, 
Prevent the Malice of that hard Decree, 
That ſeem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows ; 
And yet in ſpite of all we will be happy. 
SEMANTHE. 
Let not that vain, that faithleſs Hope deceive thee, 
For tis reſoly'd, tis certainly decreed, 
Fix'd as that Law, by which imperial Jove 
According to his Preſcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil; 
"Tis certain, ev'n our Love and all the Mis'ries 
Which muſt attend that Love are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment we muſt part for ever. 
——— *TELEMACHOUS. | 
How | — part for ever? —That's a way indeed 
To make us miſerable, Is there none, 


No 
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No other fad Alternative of Grief, 
No other Choice but this ?— What, muſt we part 
for ever? 
SEMANTHE. 

Oh ſigh not, nor complain — Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood ? Juſtice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we mutt obey : 

Yes, I muſt go, the preſſing Minutes call me, 

Where theſe fond Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more, 

No more with languiſhing Delight gaze on thee, 

Feed on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleafure ; | 

Where Day and Night ſhall follow one another, 

Tedious alike and irkſom, and alike 

Waſted in weary Lonelineſs and Weeping. 
TELEMACHUS. 

Here then, my Soul, take thy farewel of Happineſs 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee: + 
H enceforth renounce all Commerce with the World, 
Nor hear, nor ſee, nor once regard what paſſes. 

Let mighty Kings contend, ambitious'Youth 

Arm for the Battle ; Seaſons come and go, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleaſures, 

And Winter with its filver Froſt ; let Nature | 

Diſplay in vain her various Pomp before thee, 

"Tis wretched all, *tis all not worth thy Care, 

Tis all a Wilderneſs without Semanthe, 
SEMANTHE. 

One laſt, one guilty Proof, how much I love thee, 
(Forgive it Gods!) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me ere I part from Ithaca. 

That done, T'll haſte, I'll fly, as I have ſworn 

For thy lov'd fake, far from the Sight of Man, 

Fly to the pathleſs Wilds, and facred Shades, 

Where Dryads and the Mountain-Nymphs reſort” 1 g 
ere 
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There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 
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To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 
Like Cypariſſus grow a mournful Tree; 


Or melt like weeping Byblis to a Fountain. 


'TELEMACHUS. 

Since Fate divides us then, fince I mut loſe thee, 
For Pity's ſake, for Love's, Oh ſuffer me 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, 

And figh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom : 

Permit- me thus, to fold thee in my Arms, - 
Ta preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, 


Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, 


Thou beſt — thou only Joy thou loſt Senianthe / 
}SEMANTHE. 
1 4.clui item — - But the Gods, 
cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us: 
Remember —— Oh remember me, 7elemachus ! 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter, 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever 
The ſad Companion of this faithful Breaſt, 
While Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt 
J feel the icy Hand of Death prevail, 
My Heart-ſtrings break, and all my Senſes fail, 
TIl f thy Image in my cloſing Eye, | 
Sigh thy dear Name then lay we down and ie. [Exit. 


_ Monet TzxELEMACHUS. 


TELEMACHUS. 
And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
Abandon'd Wretch |! — The King thy Father comes, 
Fly from his angry Frown ——No matter whither, 
Seek for' the darkeſt Covert of the Ni ght, 
Sek ut or Death, and le f that cn id the, 


If 


If there be any Refuge thou canſt prove, 
Safe from purſuing Sorrow, Shame and anxious Love. 
Exit. 


Enter Urrss Es, Euuæ us, and Attendants. 


ULYSSES. 
To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 
Or if they care for onght below, were impious. 
Oft have I try'd, and ever found em faithful, 
In all the various Perils of my Liſe, 
In Battles, in the midſt of flaming Troy, 
In ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Abode, 
Divided from this World, and Borderers on Hell; 
Ev'n there the Providence of Jove was with me, 
Defended, chear'd, and bore me thro' the Danger ; 
Nor is his Pow'r, nor is my Virtue leſs, 
That I ſhould fear this rude tumultuous Herd. 
EUMZUS. 
So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, 
We hope not Safety from ourſelves, but thee; 
In thee our King we truſt, in thee thou Hero, 
Favor'd of Heay'n, in all thy Wars victorious. 
But ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, 


| Shout. 
Severely fierce, and bold Defiance; 
Now let our Courage and our Faith be try'd, 


And if, unequal to thy great Example, 
We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee, 


Shout ; Drums and Trumpets: Then Enter Aurixovs, 
CLiEtoON, and Soldiers. | 


ANTINOQUS.. 
What bold Invader of our Laws and Freedom 
Vo I. I. T Ulurps 
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Uſurps the ſacred Name of King in 1thaca ? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And in deſpite of hoſpitable ove, 


N our Iſland with the Blood of Strangers? 
_ ULYSSES. 


Have you forgot me then, you Men of Lbaca ? 
Did I for this, amongſt the Grecian Heroes, 
Go forth to Battle in my Country's Cauſe? 
Have I by Arms, and by ſucceſsful Counſels, 
Deſerv'd a Name from 4/ia's wealthy Shores, 
Ev'n to the weſtern Ocean, to thoſe Bounds | 
That mark the great Alcides utmoſt Labors, 


And am I yet a Stranger here —at home? 
ANTINOUS. 


And wherefore did'ſ thou leave thoſe diſtant Nations, 
Through which thyName and mighty Deeds were ſpread ? 
We never ſought to know thee, and now known 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh | 
Thy Violation of our public Peace. 

ULYSSES. 


And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, audacious Slave, 
Thou raſh Miſleader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doſt thou preſume to match thyſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People ? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Maſter, 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what I am Let. 

ANTINOUS. 

Then be Uly/es ! Echo it again, 

And ſee what Homage theſe will pay the Sound ; 
[ Pointing to the Soldiers. 

Tell 'em the Story of your Trojan Wars, 
How Hector drove you headlong to the Shore, 


And threw his hoſtile Fires amidſt your Fleet; 


Then 
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Then mark with what Applauſe they will receive thee. 
Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
This Wanderer has ſlain, and join with me? 
OMNES. 
Antinous ! Antinous ! 
ANTINOUS. 
What of your Monarch ? 
OMNES. 
Drive him out to Baniſhment. 
ULYSSES. 
Were there no Gods in Heay'n, or were they 
_ careleſs, 
And Joe had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart Deſtruction down on Crimes like thine; 
Yet, Traitor, hope not thou to ſeape from Juſtice, 
Nor let rebellious Numbers ſwell thy Pride; 
For know, Uly/es is alone ſufficient 
To puniſh thee, and on thy perjur d Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injur'd Majeſty. 
ANTINOUS. 
And ſee I ſtand prepar'd to meet thy Vengeance ; 
Exert thy kingly Pow'r, and ſummon all 
Thy uſeful Arts and Courage to thy Aid ; 
And ſince thy faithful Diomede is abſent, 
Since valiant 4jax, with his ſevenfold Shield, 
No more ſhall interpoſe twixt thee and Danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe Care thou art, 
And let them ſave thee, now aſſert thy Cauſe, 
And render back to thy deſpairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpite of them. 
And thee this happy Night I made my Prize. 
ULYSSES. 
Hear this, ye Gods! he triumphs in the Rape, 
Moſt glorious Villain But we pauſe too long; 
T 2 On 
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On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends ; 
From this Defier of the Gods, this Monſter, 
Lot us redeem my Queen, or die together: 

And, equal to our great Forefather's Fame, 
Deſcend and join thoſe Demy-Gods of Greece, 

Who with their Blood enrich'd the Dardan Plains, 
To vindicate a Husband's ſacred Right. 


Shout : Then enter AR Cas wounded. 


ANTINOQOUS. 

What means that ſudden Thunder-clap of Tumult? 
Art thou not Arcas ?— Thou art faint and bloody. 
ARCAS. 

I've paid you the laſt Office of my Friendſhip; 
Scarce have I Breath enough to ſpeak your Danger: 
The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus, 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce, and hearing all before em, 

Have from the Caſtle fore'd the captive Queen ; 

Fir'd with Succeſs, they drive our fainting Troops, 

And hither urge their Way with threat' ning Cries, 

Loudly demanding your devated Head, 

A juſt Atonement for their murder'd Lord. 
UEYSSES. 

Celeſtial Pow'rs! ye Guardians of the Juſt! 

This wond'rous Work is yours, and yaurs be all the 


Praiſe. 
ANTINQUS. 
Confuſion |— Wherefore didſt not thou proclaim 


My Innocence, and warn them of their Error? 
ARCAS. 
Behold theſe Wounds, through which my parting Soul 
Is haſting forth, and judge my Truth by them: 
Whate'er I cou'd I urg'd in thy Defence, 
But all was vain ; with clamorous Impatience 


They 
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They broke upon my Speech, and ſwore 'twas falſe. 
Their Queen, the fair S-manthe, had accus'd thee, 
And fix'd her royal Father's Death on thee. 
If any way be left yet, haſte and fly; | 
Th' inconſtant faithleſs hacans join with em, 
And all is lot—— W hat dearer Pledge than Life 
Can Friendſhip ask? Behold I give it for thee. 
[ Dies. ¶ Sour. 
| ULYSSES. 
They come, Succeſs and Happineſs attend us, 
Pallas, and my victorious Son fight for us. 
ANTINOUS. 
Thou and thy Gods at laſt have got the better. 
[To Ulyſſee. 
Yet know I ſcorn to fly ; that great Ambition, 
That bid me firſt aſpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
Be true, my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And I'll forgive ill Fortune all beſides. 
[Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their Parties fgli 


Exter TE ILE MAchus, CERAUNUS, and Samian So!. 
diers, they join ULxsSsES, and drive Ax rixors, 
CLton, and the reſt off the Stage. Then enter at one 
Door U Lyss Es, at the other the QUitn, Men- 
TOR, and Attendants. 


ULYSSES. 
My Queen! my Love! L Embracing 
9UEEN. 


My Hero! my Uly/es / 
Once more thou argreftor'd, once more I hold thee, 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmott, 
Are fatisfy'd with what we have endur'd, 
And never will afflict nor part us more. 
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Tis nat in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 
The Sorrows and the Fears; ev'n yet I tremble, 
Ev'n yet the fierce Idaas ſhack my Soul, 
And hardly yield to Wander and to Joy. 
MENTOR. 

A Turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, 
None but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, 
Cay'd have foreſeen: The beauteous Samian Princeſs, 
Within whoſe gentle Rreaft, Revenge and Tenderneſs 
Long ſtrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful Conflict, 
At length was vanquiſh'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily to ſave the Prince, imputed 
To falfe Antinous, her Father's Death; 
Heav'n has approv'd the Fraud of fond Affection, 
The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth, 
Since *tis to thar alone we owe your Safety. 


nter TELEMACHU s, 


TELEMACHUS. 
Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone 


[Kneeling 

The raſh Offences of my heedleſs Youth, 

| { Ulyſſes raiſes bim. 
Here offer the firft Trophies of my Sword, 
And once more hail my Father King of Abaca. 
Antinous, the Rebel Faction's Chief, 
Is now no more, and your repenting People 
Wait with united Homage to receive you; 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, 
Haſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails 
To bear the ſad Semantras back to ; 
Joy like the chearful Morning da all, 
And none br your unhappy Son ſhall mourn. 


ULYSSES. 


ULYSSES us 

. ULYSSES. —© 
Like thee the Pangs of parting Love I've known, 
My Heart like thine has bled But Oh! my Son, 
Sigh not, nor-of the common Lot complain, 
Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain; 
For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 
All ſpent in Toil, and exercis'd in g 
Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 
And well reward me hers for all my Soros pt. 
2 


— 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEOIRDI I. 


UST going to take Water, at the Stairs 
J. app d, and came again to beg your Pray'rs 

You ſee how ill my Love has been repaid, 
That I am like to live and die a Maid; 
Poetic Rules and Fuſtice to maintain, 
T to the Woods am order d back again c 
To Madam Cynthia, and her wirgin Train. 
Tit an uncomfortable Life they lead; 
Inflead of Quilts and Down, the felvan Bed 
With Skins of Beaſts, «xith Leaves and Moſs is ſpread; 
No Morning Toilets do their Chambers grace, 
Where famous Pearl Coſmetics find a Place, 
With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaiſter for the Face. 
But, in Defiance of Complexion, they, 
Like arrant Houſewives, riſe by break of Day, | 
Cut a brown Cruſt, ſaddle their Nags, and mounting 
In ſcorn of the Green-Sickneſs ride a hunting : 
Your Sal, and Harts horn Drops, they deal not in; 
They hawe no Vapors, nor no witty Spleen. 
No Coffee to be had; and I am told, 
As to the Tea, they drink, tis moſtly cold. 
For Converſation, nothing can be auorſe, 
*Tis all amongſt themſelves, and that's the Curſe : 
One Topic there, as here, dbes ſeldom fail, 
We Women rarely want a Theme to rail; 
But bating that one Pleaſure of backbiting, 
There is no earthly Thing they can delight in. 


There 
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There are no Indian Houſes, to drop in 

And fancy Stuffs, and chooſe a pretty Screen, 

To while away an Hour or ſo — 1 ſwear 

Theſe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 

And if ſome unexpected Friend appear, 

The De'il! —Who cov'd have thought to meet you here? 


We ſhould but very badly entertain 
You that delight in Toafting and Champaign, 
But keep your tender Perfons ſafe at home. c 
We know you hate hard Riding: But if ſome 
Tough, honeſt, Country Fox-hunter would come, 
Vifit our Goddeſs, and her maiden Court, 
"Tis ten to one but we may ſnew him Sport. 


End of the Firſt Volume. 


